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M DCC LXXX. 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


SIR, 


I AM happy in having your permiffion to infcribe 
to you this complete edition of the truly poetical 
works of your late ingenious friend Otrver Goup- 
smitH. They will prove a lafting monument of 
HIS GENIUS. 

Every lover of fcience muft deeply lament that 
this excellent writer, after long ftruggling with ad- 
verfity, finifhed his mortal career juft as his reputa- 
tion was firmly eftablifhed, and he had acquired 
the friendfhip of Sir Joshua Reynotps, Dr. 
Jounson, Mr. Epmunp Burke, the Dzan of 
Derry, Mr. Beaucrerc, and Mr. CumBErR- 
LAND, names which aporn our age and nation. 

Itis, Sir, being merely an eccho of the pusiic 


voIce to celebrate your admirable productions, 


“* In which to lateft times the artift lives.” 


Had 


Vi DEDICATION. 


Had Dr. Gold{mith underftood the art of paint- 
ing, of which he modeftly declares himfelf ignorant, 
his pen would have done juftice to the merits of your 
pencil—he chofe a nobler theme, by declaring his 
ardent affection for the wvertues of your heart. 

That you may long continue, Sir, the ornament 
of your country, and the delight of your friends, 
is the fincere with of, 


Your moft obliged, 


Humble fervant, 


Strand, Jan. 1, T. EVANS. 
1780. | 
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LIFE ann WRITINGS 
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OLIVER GOLDSMITH, M.B:* 


7 THE life of a {cholar,” Dr. Gold- - 
{mith has remarked, as feldom abounds 
‘* with adventure ; his fame is acquired in 


* In the Memoirs, which were publifhed in Lon- 
don, foon after the death of Dr. Goldfmith, were 
feveral miftakes, with refpe@ to our duthor’s age, 
the time of his admiffion into the college of Dub- 
lin, &c. which are here corrected from accurate in- 
formation. - 
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<‘ folitude, and the hiftorian who only 
‘¢ views him at a diftance, muft be con- 
“tent with a dry detail of actions by 
“‘ which he is fcarce diftinguifhed from 
“the reft of mankind: but we are 
<* fond of talking of thofe who have given 
‘us pleafure, not that we have any thing 
<¢ important to fay, but becaufe the fub- 
“< ject is pleafing.” 


Oliver Goldfmith, fon of the reverend 
Charles Goldfmith, was. born at Elphin, 
in the county of Rofcommon in Ireland, 


in the year 1729. His father had four 


fons, of whom Oliver was ‘the third. 
After being well inftructed in the claffics, 


at the fchool of Mr. Hughes, he was ad-. 


mitted a fizér in Trinity-college, Dublia, 
on the rith of June, 1744. While he 
refided there, he exhibited no fpecimens 


of that genius, which, in his maturer 


years, 


DR. GOLDSMITH. ii 
years, raifed his character fo high. On 
the 27th of February, 1749, O.S. (two 
years after the regular time) he obtained 
the degree of Batchelor of Arts. Soon 
after, he turned his thoughts to the pro- 
feffion of phyfic; and, after attending 
fome courfes of anatomy in Dublin, pro- 
ceeded to Edinburgh, in the year 1761, 
where he ftudied the feveral branches of 
medicine under the different profeffors in 
that univerfity. His beneficent difpofi- 
tion foon involved him in unexpected dif- 
ficulties; and he was obliged precipitate- 
ly to leave Scotland, in confequence of 
having engaged himfelf to pay a confi- 
derable fam of money for a fellow-ftu- 
dent. i 


A few days after, about the beginning 
of the year 1754, he arrived at Sunder- 
Jand, near Newcaftle, where he was ar- 

a2 refted 
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arrefted at the fuit of one Barclay, a taylor 
in Edinburgh, to whom he had given fe- 
curity for his friend. By the friendfhip 
of Mr. Laughlin Maclane and Dr. Sleigh, 
who were then in the college, he was foon 
delivered out of ‘the hands of the bailiff, 
and took his paffage on board a Dutch 
fhip to Rotterdam, where, after a fhort 
ftay, he proceeded to Bruffels. He then 
vifited great part of Flanders; and, after 
paffing fome time at Strafbourg and Lou- 
vain, where he obtained a degree of Batch- 
elor in phyfic, he accompanied an Eng- 
lifh gentleman to Geneva. 


‘It is undoubtedly a fact, that this inge- 
nious, unfortunate man, made moft part 
of his tour on foot.* He had left Eng- 

land 

* << Countries wear different appearances to tra- 


vellers of different circumftances. A man who is 
| whirled 
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land with very little money; and, being 
of a philofophical turn, and at that time 
poffeffing a body capable of fuftaining 
every fatigue, and a heart not eafily ter- 
rified by danger, he became an enthufiaft 
to the defign he had formed of feeing the 
manners of different countries. He had 
fome knowledge of the French language, 
and of mufic; he played tolerable well 
on the German flute; which, from an 
amufement, became at fome times the 
means of fubfiftence. His learning pro- 
duced him an hofpitable reception at moft 
of the religious houfes that he vifited ; 
and his mufic made him welcome to 
the peafants of Flanders and Germany. 


whirled through Europe in a poft-chaife, and the 
pilgrim who walks the grand tour on foot, will form 
very different conclufions. Haud inexpertus loguor.”? 

Gold{mith’s Prefent State of Learning in 


Europe, 1758. . 
© When- 
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«Whenever I approached a peafant’s 
«‘ houfe towards night-fall,” he ufed to 
fay, “I played one of my moft merry 
“‘ tunes, and that generally procured me 
*€ not only a lodging, but fubfiftence for 
“the next day: but, iv TRuTH” (his 
conftant expreffion) ‘ I muft own, when- 
<< ever I attempted to entertain perfons of 
‘ca higher rank, they always thought my 
“‘ performance odious, and never made 
“me any return for my endeavours to 
‘ pleafe them.” 


On his arrival at Geneva, he was re- 
commended as a proper perfon for a tra- 
velling tutor to a young man, who had 
been unexpectedly left a confiderable fum 
of money by his uncle Mr. S******, 
This youth, who was articled to an attor- 
ney, on receipt of his fortune determined 
to fee the world; and, on his engaging 

| with 
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with his preceptor, made a provifo, that 

he fhould be permitted to govern him- 

felf: and our traveller foon found his pu- 

pil underftood the art of directing in mo- 

ney concerns extremely well, as avarice” 
was his prevailing paffion. 


During Goldfmith’s continuance in 
Switzerland, he affiduoufly cultivated his 
poetical talent, of which he had given 
fome ftriking proofs at the college of 
Edinburgh. It was from hence he fent 
the firft fketch of his delightful epiftle, 
called the TraveL_Ler, to his brother 
Henry, a clergyman in Ireland, who, 
giving up fame and fortune, had retired 
with an amiable wife to happinefs and ob= 
fcurity, on an income of only forty pounds 
a year. The great affection Goldfmith 
bore for this brother, is thus expreffed in 

a4 the 
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the poem abovementioned, and gives a 
ftriking picture of his fituation. 


Remote, unfriended, melancholy, flow, — 

Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po; 

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor, 
Againft the houfelefs ftranger fhuts the door ; 
Or where Campania’s plain forfaken lies, 

A weary wafte expanding to the fkies ; 
Where’er I roam, whatever realms to fee, 

My heart untravel’d fondly turns to thee: 

~ Still to my brother turns, with ceafelefs pain, 
And drags at each remove a length’ning chain: 
Eternal bleffings crown my earlieft friend, 

And round his dwelling guardian faints attend 5 
Bleft be that fpot, where chearful guefts retire, 
To paufe from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
- Bleft that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every ftranger finds a ready chair ; 

Bleft be thofe feafts with fimple plenty crown’d, 
Where all the ruddy family around, 

Laugh at the jefts or pranks that never fail, 


Or figh with pity at fome mournful tale; 
Or 
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Or prefs the bafhful ftranger tohis food, 
- And learn the luxury of doing good. 


From Geneva Mr. Goldfmith and his 
pupil proceeded to the fouth of France, 
where the young man, upon fome difa- 
greement with his preceptor, paid him the 
{mall part of his falary which was due, 
and embarked at Marfeilles for England. 
Our wanderer was left once more upon 
the world at large, and paffed through a 
number of difficulties in traverfing the 
greateft part of France. At length his 
curlofity being gratified, he bent his courfe 
towards England, and arrived at Dover, 
the beginning of the winter, in the year 
1758. | 


His finances were fo low on his return 
to England, that he with difficulty got to 
the metropolis, his whole ftock of cafh 

amount- 
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amounting to no more than a few half- 
pence ! An entire ftranger in London, his 
mind was filled with the moft gloomy re- 
fiections in confequence of his embarraff- 
ed fituation! He applied to feveral apo- 
thecaries in hopes of being received in 
the capacity of a journeyman, but his 
broad frifh accent, and the uncouthnefs 
‘of his appearance, occafioned him to 
meet with infult from moft of the medi- 
‘cinal tribe. The next day, however, a 
chymift near Ftfh-ftreet, ftruck with his 
forlorn condition, and the fimplicity of 
his manner, took him into his laboratory, 
where he continued till he difcovered that 
his old friend Dr. Sleigh was in London. 
That gentleman received him with the 
warmeft affection, and liberally invited 
him to fhare his purfe till fome eftablith- 
ment could be procured for him. Gold- 

: fmith, 
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fmith, unwilling to be a burden to his 
friend, a fhort time after eagerly embraced 
an offer which was made him to affift the 
late Rev. Dr. Milner, in inftructing the 
young gentlemen at the academy at Peck-~ 
ham; and acquitted himfelf greatly to 
the Doétor’s fatisfaction for a fhort time ; 
but, having obtained fome reputation by 
the criticifms he had written in the 
Monthly Review, Mr. Griffith, the prin- 
cipal proprietor, engaged him in the com- 
pilation of it; and, refolving to purfue 
the profeffion of writing, he returned to 
London, as the mart where abilities of 
every kind were fure of meeting diftinc- 
tion andreward. Here he determined to 
adopt a plan of the ftricteft ceconomy, 
and, at the clofe of the year 1759, took 
lodgings in Green-Arbour-court in the 
Old Bailey, where he wrote feveral inge- 
nious pieces. The late Mr. Newbery, 

| who, 
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who, at that time gave great encourage- 
ment to men of literary abilities, became 
a kind of patron to our young author, 
and introduced him as one of the writers 
in the Public Ledger, * in which his Citi- 
zen of the World originally appeared, un- 
der the the title of ‘* Chinefe Letters.” 


Fortune now feemed to take fome no- 


tice of a man fhe had long neglected. 


* During this time, (according to another ac- 
count) he wrote for the Britifh Magazine, of which 
Dr. Smollet was then editor, moft of thofe E/fays 
and Tales, which ke afterwards collected and pub- 
lifhed in a feparate volume. He alfo wrote occafi- 
onally, for the Critical Review; and it was the me- 
rit which he difcovered in criticifing a defpicable 
tranflation of Ovid’s Fafi by a pedantic {chool- 
mafter, and his Exguiry into the Prefent State of 
Learning in Europe, which firft introduced him to the 
acquaintance of Dr. Smollet, who recommended ° 
him to feveral literati, and to mof of the bookfel- 
lers by whom he was afterwards patronized. 


The 
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The fimplicity of his character, the integ- 
rity of his heart, and the merit of his 
productions, made his company very ac- 
ceptable to a number of refpectable per- 
fons; and, about the middle of the year 
1762, he emerged from his mean apart- 
ments near the Old Bailey to the politer air 
of the Temple, where he took handfome 
chambers, and lived in a genteel ftyle. 
Among many other perfons of diftinction 
who were defirous to know him, was the 
Duke of Northumberland, and the cir- 
cumftance that attended his introduction 


_ to that nobleman, is worthy of being re- 


lated, in order to. fhew a ftriking trait of 
his charaéter. ‘ I was invited,” faid the 
Doctor, ‘“ by my friend Percy, to wait 
*‘ upon the Duke, in confequence of the 


"  fatisfaction he had received from the 


‘‘ perufal of one of my productions. [| 
‘‘ dreffed myfelf in the beft manner I 


“ could, 
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*¢ could, and after ftudying fome compli- 
<< ments I thought necefflary on fuch an 
*¢ occafion, proceeded on to Northum- 
<‘ berland-houfe, and acquainted the fer- 
<¢ vants that I had particular bufinefs with 
«his grace. They fhewed me into an 
*¢ antichamber, where, after waiting fome 
*¢ time, a gentleman very elegantly drefled 
<‘made his appearance: taking him 
“ for the Duke, I delivered all the fine 
things I had compofed, in order to com- 
“* pliment him on the honour he had done 
‘© me; when, to my great aftonifhment, 
«he told me I had miftaken him for his 
“* mafter, who would fee me immediately. 
« At that inftant the Duke came into the 
“ apartment, and I was fo confounded on 
*¢ the occafion, that I wanted words barely 
“¢ fufficient to exprefs the fenfe I entertain- 
“ed of the Duke’s politenefs, and went 
“© away 
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« away exceedingly chagrined at the blun- 
“«¢ der I had committed.” 


The Doétor at the time of this vifit was 
much embarraffed in his circumftances, 
but vain of the honour done him, was con- 
tinually mentioning it. One of thofe in- 
genious executors of the law, a bailiff, who 
had a writ againft him, determined to turn 
this circumftance to his own advantage; 
he wrote him a letter, that he was fteward 
to a nobleman who was charmed with 
reading his laft production, and had or- 
dered him to defire the Do¢tor to appoint 
2 place where he might have the honour 
of meeting him, to conduct him to his 
Lordfhip. The vanity of poor Goldfmith: 
immediately fwallowed the bait; he ap- 
pointed the Britifh Coffee-houfe, to which 
he was accompanied by his friend Mr. 
Hamilton, the printer of the Critical Re- 


view; 
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view, who in vain remontftrated on the fin-. 
gularity of the application. On entering 
the coffee-room the bailiff paid his refpects 
to the Doctor, and defired that he might 
have the honour of immediately attending 
him. They had fcarce entered Pall-mall, 
in their way to bis Lord/hip, when the bai- 
liff produced his writ. Mr. Hamilton 
generoufly paid the money, and redeemed 
the Doctor from captivity. 


The publication of his Zraveller, his 
Vicar of Wakefield, and his Hiftory of Eng- 
land, was followed by the performance of — 
his comedy of Zhe Good-natur’d Man at 
Covent Garden ‘theatre, and placed him 
fn the firft rank of the poets of the pre- 
fent age. 


Our Doctor, as he was now univerfally 


called, had a conftant levee of his diftreft 
coun- 
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countrymen, whofe wants, as far as he 
was able, he always relieved ; and he has 
often been known to leave’ himfeif even 
without a guinea, in order to fupply the 
neceffities of others. 


Another feature in his chara&ter we 
cannot help laying before the reader. 
Previous to the publication ef his Defrt- 
ed Village, the bookfeller had given him 
a note for one hundred guineas for the 
copy, which the Doctor mentioned, a few 
hours after, to one of his friends, who 
obferved it was a very great fum for fo 
Short a performance, ‘In truth,” replied 
Goldfmith, ‘I think fo too; it is much 
*© more than the honeft man can afford, ’ 
“ or the piece is worth; I have not been 
“ eafy fince I received it; I will therefore 
cc go back and return him his note:” 
which he actually did, and left it entirely 

VOL. Ie b to 
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to the bookfeller to pay him according 
to the profits produced by the fale of 


the poem, which turned out very confi- 
derable. 


The author addreffes this poem to his 
friend Sir Jofhua Reynolds. He writes 
in the character of a native of a country 
village, to which he gives the name.of 
Auburn, and which he pathetically ad- 
dreffes. He then proceeds to contratt the 
innocence and happinefs of a fimple and 
a natural ftate with the miferies and vices 
that have been introduced by polifhed 
life, and gives the following beautiful 
apoftrophe to retirement. 


‘< © bleft retirement, friend to life’s decline, 
Retreats from care that never muft be mine ; 
How bleft is he who crowns, in fhades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eafe; 

Whe 
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Who quits a world where ftrong temptations try, 
And fince ’tis hard to combat learns to fly, 
For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dangerous deep ; 
No furly porter ftands in guilty ftate, 

To fpurn imploring famine from his gate; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue’s friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiv’d decay, 
While refignation gently flopes the way ; 

And all his profpects brightning to the laft, 

His heaven commences ere the world be paft !” 


The defcription of the parifh prieft 
(probably intended for a character of his 
brother Henry) would have done honour 
to any poet of any age. In this defcrip- 
tion the fimile of the bird teaching her 
young to fly, and of the mountain that 
rifes above the ftorm, are not eafily to be 
paralleled. The reft of the poem confifts 
of the character of the village fchool- 

b 2 matter, 
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mafter, and a defcription of the village | 


alehoufe, both drawn with admirable pro- 
priety and force; a defcant on the mif- 
chiefs of luxury and wealth; the variety 
of artificial pleafures; the miferies of 
thofe who for want of employment at 
home, are driven to fettle new colonies 
abroad, and concludes with the following 


beautiful apoftrophe to poetry. 


“ And thou {weet poetry, thou lovelieft maid, 
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 
Unfit in thefe degenerate times of fhame, 

To catch the heart, or ftrike for honeft fame ; 
Dear charming nymph, negleéted and decried, 
My fhame in crowds my folitary pride ; | 
Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe, 
That found me poor at firft, and keep’ft me fo; 
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 


Thou nurfe of every virtue, fare thee well.’” 


x The 
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The Doétor did not reap a profit from 
his poetical labours equal to thofe of his | 
profe. The Earl of Lifburne, whofe 
claffical tafte is well known, one day at 
a dinner of the Royal Academicians, la- 
mented to the Doétor his negleéting the 
mufes, and enquired of him why he for- 
fook poctry, in which he was fure of 
charming his readers, to compile hifto- 
ries, and write novels? The Doétor replied, 
«© My Lord, by courting the mufes I fhall 
<¢ ftarve, but by my other labours, I eat, 
«drink, have good cloaths, and enjoy 
“‘ the luxuries of life.” 


During the laft Rehearfal of lis come- 
dy, intitled, She Stoops to Conquer, which 
Mr. Colman:thought would not fucceed, 
on the Doctor’s objecting to the repeti- 
tion of one of Tony Lumpkin’s fpeeches, 
being apprehenfive it might injure the 
play, the manager, with great keennefs 

b 3 rephed, 
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replied, ‘‘ Pfha, my dear Doctor, do not. 
*¢ be fearful of /guibs, when we have been 
‘¢ fitting almoft thefe two hours upon a 
“< barrel of gunpowder.” The piece, how- 
ever, contrary to Mr. Colman’s expecta- 
tion, was received with uncommon ap- 
plaufe by the audience; and Goldfmith’s 
pride was fo hurt by the feverity of the 
above obfervation, that it entirely put an 
end to his friendfhip for the gentleman 
who made it. 


The fuccefs of the comedy of She Stocps 
to Conquer produced a moft illiberal perfo- 
nal attack on the author in one of the 
public prints * :—that it was highly invi- 

dious 
*To Dr. GoLtpvsmiITHuH. 


Vous vous noyex par vanite. 
SmR, 


T H E happy knack which you have learnt of 
puffing your own compofitions, provokes me to come 
forth. You have not been the editor of news-papers 

| and 


DR. GOLDSMITH. xxiii 


dious any perfon will allow, when he reads 
The Traveller, called a fim/cy poem, and 
b 4 the 


and magazines, not to difcover the trick of literary 
humbug. But the gauze is fo thin, that the very 
foolifh,part of the world fee through it, and difco- 
ver the Doétor’s monkey face and cloven foot. Your 
poetic vanity, is as unpardonable as your perfonal ; 
would man believe it, and will woman bear it, to- 
be told, that for hours the great Goldfmith will 
ftand furveying his grotefque Oranthotan’s figure in 


a pier glafs? Was but the lovely FH——k as much 
enamoured, you would not figh, my gentle fwain, 
in vain. But your vanity is prepofterous. How 
will this fame bard of Bedlam ring the changes in 
praife of Goldy! But what has he to be either proud 
or vain of? ‘The Traveller is a flimfy poem, built 
upon falfe principles ; principles diametrically oppo- 
fite to liberty. " What is the Good-natur’d Man, but 
a poor, water-gruel, dramatic dofe? What is the 
Deferted Village, but a pretty poem, of eafy num- 
bers, without fancy, dignity, genius, or fire? And 
pray what may be the laft /peaking pantomime, fo 
praifed by the Dottor himfelf, but an incoherent 


piece 
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The Deferted Village, faid to be without 


fancy, dignity, genius, or fre. Enraged at 

this 
piece of ftuff, the figure of a woman, with a fith’s 
tail, without plot, incident, or intrigue? We are 
made to laugh at ftale, dull jokes, wherein we mif- 
take pleafantry for wit, and grimace for humour; 
wherein every fcene is unnatural, and inconfiltent 
with the rules, the laws of nature and of drama, 
viz. Two gentlemen come to a man of fortune’s 
houfe, eat, drink, fleep, &c. and take it for an inn, 
Tne one is intended as a lover to the daughter; he 
talks with her for fome hours, and when he fees her 
again in a different drefs, he treats her as a bar girl, 


and {wears fhe fquinted. He abufes the mafter of 


the houfe, and threatens to kick him out of his own 


doors. The fquire, whom we are told is to be a 
. fool, proves to be the moft fenfible being of the 
piece; and he makes out a whole act, by bidding 
his mother lie clofe behind a bufh, perfuading her, 
that his father, her own hufband, is a highwayman, 
and that he is come to cut their throats; and to give 
his coufin an opportunity to go off, he drives his 


nother over hedges, ditches, and through ponds,. 


There 


—— 


DR. GOLDSMITH. xxv 


this abufive publication, Dr. Goldfmith 
repaired to the houfe of the publifher, 
and after remonftrating on the malignity of 


this attack on his character, began to ap- 

ply 
There is not, fweet fucking Johnfon, a natural 
ftroke in the whole play, but the young fellow’s 
giving the flolen jewels to the mother, fuppoiing 
her to be the landlady. That Mr. Colman did no 
juitice to this piece, I honeftly allow ; that he told 
all his friends it would be damned, I pofitively 
aver; and from fuch ungenerous infinuations, with- 
out a dramatic merit, it rofe to public notice: and 
ft is now the fon to go to fee it; though I never faw 
a perfon that either liked it or approved it, any 
more than the abfurd plot of rhe Home’s tragedy of 
Alonzo. Mr. Goldfmith, corre€&t your arrogance ! 
reduce your vanity; and endeavour to believe, as a 
man, you are of the plaineft fort; and as an author, 


but a mortal piece of mediocrity. 
Brife le mirsir infidele 
Qui vous cache la vérite. 


Tom TIckLe, 
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ply his cane to the fhoulders of the pub- 
iifoer, who making a powerful refiftance, 
from being the defenfive foon became the 
offenfive combatant. Dr. Kenrick, who was 
_ fitting in a private room of the publifher’s, 
hearing a noife im the fhop, came in, 
put an end to the fight, and conveyed the 
Doctor to a coach.* The papers inftant- 


| ly 

* Dr. Kenrick was faid to be the author of the at- 
tack, a writer of abilities, but who from difappoint- 
ment and unhappinefs of temper, feems to have lived 
defpifing and defpifed by all his contemporary writers, 
and whofe ba/e, illiveral, and unmanly attack on the 
Jate Mr. David Garrick, merited that indignation 
and difdain of its author, which every perfon fhewed 
on that occafion. Mr. Garrick fent him a chal- 
lenge, which he refufed. He then commenced a 
profecution againft him, but fome perfons interfer- 
ing, and pleading for his family, Mr. Garrick with 
too great lenity dropt the law fuir. Dr. Kenrick 
took fhame to himfelf, afked pardorof Mr. Garrick 
in a public news paper, and——abufed him azain. 
The 
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ly teemed with frefh abufe on the impro- 
priety of the Doctor’s attempting to beat 
a perfon in his own houfe, on which in the 
Daily Advertifer of Wednefday, March 
31, 1773, he inferted the following ad- 
drefs : 


“To the P U B LI C. 


“LEST it fhould be fuppofed that I 
‘© have been willing to correct in others 
“* an abufe of which I have been guilty 
“* myfelf, I beg leave to declare, that in 


ta 


<< all my life I never wrote, or dictated, 


‘* a fingle paragraph, letter, or effay, in 


‘© a news-paper, except a few moral effays, 


The writer of this note afked Dr. Kenrick how he 
could bring fo infamous a charge againft Mr. Gar- 
rick, he replied, ‘* he did xot believe him guilty, 
‘‘ but he did it to plague the fellow.” I*delire to 


add, I never more converfed with fuch a man. 


~ 6 wynder 
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under the character of a Chinefe, about 
ten years ago, in the Ledger; and a 
Jetter, to which I figned my name, in 
the St, James’s Chronicle. If the li- 
berty of the prefs therefore has been 
abufed, I have had no hand in it. 


«I have always confidered the prefs as 
the protector of our freedom, as a watch- 
ful guardian, capable of uniting the 
weak againft the encroachments of 
power. What concerns the public 
moft properly admits of a public dif 
cufion. But of Jate, the prefs has 
turned from defending public intereft, 
to making inroads upon private life: 
from combating the Arong, to over- 
whelming the feeble. No condition is 
now too obfcure for its abufe, and the 
protector is become the tyrant of the | 
people. In this manner the freedom 


of 


if9 


c¢ 
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of the prefs is beginning to fow the 
feeds of its own diffolution ; the great 
muft oppofe it from principle, and the 
weak from fear; till at laft every rank 
of mankind fhall be found to give up 


its benefits, content with fecurity from 


its infults. 


« How to put a ftop to this licentt- 
oufneis, by which all are indifcrimi- 
nately abufed, and by which vice con- 
fequently efcapes in the general cenfure, 
Lam unabie to tell; all 1 could wih 
is, that, as the law gives us no protec- 
tion againft the injury, fo it fhould 
give calummiators no fhelter after 
having provoked correction. The in- 
fults which we receive before the pub- 


lic, by betng more open are the more 


“ diftreffine ; by treating them with filent 
on] y o 


contempt, we do not pay a fuificient 


“© defe- 
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«¢ deference to the opinion of the world. 


‘ By recurring to legal redrefs, we too 
“< often expofe the weaknefs of the law, 


6 


“A 


which only ferves to increafe our mor- 
¢ 


ta) 


tification by failing to relieve us. In 
*< fhort, every man fhould fingly confider 
‘¢ himfelf, as a guardian of the liberty of 
‘‘ the prefs, and as far as his influence 


ta) 


“© can extend, fhould endeavour to pre- 
“< vent it’s licentioufnefs becoming at laft 
‘© the grave of it’s freedom. 


“© OL_iveR GOLDSMITH. 


Notwithftanding the great fuccefs of 
his pieces, by fome of which, it 1s affert- 
ed, upon | good authority, that he cleared 
1800]. in one year, his circumftances 
were by no means in a profperous fitua- 
tion! partly owing to the liberality of his 
difpofition,.and partly to an unfortunate 

habit 
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habit he had contracted of gaming, with 
the arts of which he was very little ac- 
quainted, and confequently became the 
prey of thofe, who were unprincipled 
enough to take advantage of hisigno- 


rance, 


Juft before his death he had formed a 
defign for executing an univerfal dictio- 


nary of arts and fciences, the pro/pectus 


of which he actually printed and diftri- 
buted among his acquaintance. In this 
work feveral of his literary friends (par- 
ticularly Sir Jofhua Reynolds, Dr. John- 
fon, and Mr. Garrick) had promifed to 


_ affift, and to furnifh him with articles 


upon different fubjects. He had enter- 
tained the moft fanguine expectations 
from the fuccefs of it. ‘The undertaking, 


. however, didnot meet with that encourage- 


ment from the bookfellers which he had 
ima- 
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imagined it would undoubtedly receive ; 
and he ufed to lament this circumftance 
almoft to the laft hour of his exiftence. 


He had been for fome years afflicted, 
at different times, with a violent ftran- 
gury, which contributed not a little to 
imbitter the latter part of his life; and 
which, united with the vexations he fuf- 
fered upon other occafions, brought on a 
kind of habitual defpondency. © In this 
unhappy condition he was attacked by a 


nervous fever. 


On Friday the twenty-fifth of March, 
1774, finding himfelf extremely ill, he fent 
at eleven o’clock at night for Mr. Hawes, 
an apothecary, to whom he complained 
of a violent pain extending all over the 
fore part of his head, his tongue was 
moift, he had no cold fhivering, and his 

pulfe 


DR. GOLDSMITH.  xxxiii 


pulfe beat about ninety ftrokes in a mi- 
nute. He acquainted him he had taken 
two ounces of Ipecacuanha wine as a 
vomit, and that it was his intention to 
take Dr. James’s fever powders, which 
he defired him to fend him. Mr. Hawes 
replied, that in his opinion this medi- 
Cine was very improper at thai time, and 
begged he would not think of it;- but 
every argument ufed feemed only to ren- 
der him more determined in his own opi- 
nion. _ 


Mr. Hawes knowing that in preceding 
illneffes Dr. Goldfmith always confulted 
Dr. Fordyce, and that he had expreft the 


greateft opinion of his abilities as a phy- — 
fician, requefted he might be permitted to — 
~ fend for him. It was full a quarter of an : 


hour before Mr. Hawes could obtain his 
VOL. Ie Cc con- 


t 
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confent, as the taking Dr. James’s pow-: 
ders appeared to be the only object which 
employed his attention; and even then 
he endeavoured to throw an obftacle in 
his way, by faying, that Dr. Fordyce was 
gone to fpend the evening in Gerrard- 
ftreet, ©“ where,” added he, “ I Thould 
«¢ alfo have been, if I had not been indif- 
“ pofed.” Mr. Hawes immediately dif- 
patched a meffenger who found Dr. For- 
dyce at home, and who waited on Dr. 
Goldfmith directly.” 


Dr. Fordyce reprefented to him the 
impropriety of taking the powders in his 
prefent fituation ; but he was deaf to all 
remonftrances, and unhappily perfifted in 
his own refolusion. 


On 
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On Saturday morning, March 26, Mr. 
Hawes vifited his patient, he found him 
extremely reduced, and his pulfe was 
now become very quick and fmall. When 
he enquired of him how he did, Dr. 
Goldfmith fighed deeply, and in a very 
low voice faid, ** He wifhed he had taken 
* his friendly advice laft night.” 


Dr. Fordyce perceiving the danger of 
Dr. Goldfmith’s fituation, defired Mr. 
Hawes to propofe fending for Dr. Turton, 
of whom he knew Dr. Goldfmith had a 
great opinion: the propofal being men- 
tioned to Dr. Goldfmith, he very readily 
confented, and ordered his fervant to go 
directly. The doctors Fordyce and Tur- 
ton met at the time appointed to affift at - 
a confultation, which was continued twice. 


a day, till the diforder terminated in his 
c 2 diffo- 
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diffolution, on the fourth day of April, 
1774, in the forty-fifth year of his 
age *. 

His 


* Mr. Hawes, whofe philanthropy is well known, | 


appears to have acted with the greateft attention to 
the health of his friend, Dr. Goldfmith. The 
following letter will fhew the fenfe Dr. Goldf{mith’s 
relation and friends entertained of Mr. Hawes’s 


condudt. 


Mr. Hawes, London, June 10, 1774. 


EN a few hours I purpofe leaving town, and now 
return you moft fincere thanks for your kind’ beha- 
viour to me fince my arrival here. I alfo am tho- 
roughly convinced of your care, affiduity, and dili- 
gence, with refpect to my brother, Dr. Gold{mith. 
I am alfo convinced, that as his affairs were put into. 
your hands by Sir fofhua Reynolds, he could have 
chofe no one who would have afed with more cau- 
tion and difintereftednefs to him than you have done, 
for which you have my fincere wifhes for the welfare 

of 
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His friends, who were very numerous 
and refpectable, had determined to bury 
him in Weftminfter-abbey: his pall was 
to have been fupported by LordShelburne, 
Lord Louth, Sir Jofhua Reynolds, the 
Hon. Mr. Beauclerc, Mr. Edmund Burke, 
and Mr. Garrick ; but from fome unac- 
countable circumftances this defign was 
dropped, and his remains were privately 
‘depofited in the Temple burial-ground, 
on Saturday the gth of April; when Mr. 
Hugh Kelly, Mefirs John and Robert Day, 


of you and yours.—I am, Sir, with thanks and re- 
{pects to your family, 


\ 


Your much obliged humble fervant, 


Maurice GoLpsMITH. 


Sir Jofhua Reynolds, Mr. Burke, Mr. Bott, and 
others of Dr. Gold{mith’s beft and moft efteemed 
friends, teftified their approbation of Mr. Hawes’s 
conduct. 


ie Cc 3 Mr. 


td 
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Mr. Palmer, Mr. Etherington, and Mr. 
Hawes, gentlemen, who had been his 
friends in life, attended his corpfe as 
mourners, and paid the laft tribute to his 
memory. 


A fubfcription, however, has fince been 
raifed by his friends, to defray the ex- 
pence of a marble monument, which is 
now executed by Mr. Nollikens, an emi- 
nent ftatuary in London, and placed in 
Weitminfter-abbey, between Gay’s mo- 
nument and the Duke of Argyle’s, in 
Poets Corner. It confifts of a large me- 
dallion, exhibiting a very good likenefs 
of the Doctor, embellifhed with literary 
ornaments, underneath which is a tablet 
of white marble, with the following Latin 
infcription, written by his excellent friend 
Dr. Samuel Johnfon, 

Our 
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OLIvARI GOLDSMITH 
Poetz. Phyfici. Hiftorici. 
Qui nullum feré fcribendi genus 
Non tetigit. 
Nullum quod tetigit non ornavit 
 Sive Rifus effent movendi 
Sive Lacryme. 
.Affetuum potens at lenis Dominator 
Ingenio fublimis—Vividus Verfatilis 
Oratione grandis nitidus Venuftus 
Hoc Monumentum Memoriam coluit 
Sodalium Amor 
Amicorum Fides 
Lectorum Veneratio 
’ Natus Hibernia Forniez Lonfordienfis 
In Loco cui Nomen Pallas 
Nov. xxix. MDCCXXXI. 
Eblane Literis inftitutus 
Obit Londini 


April iv. Mpccixxtv, 


C4 | — Eng- 
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Englifbed. 


This Monument is raifed 
To the Memory of 
OxriveR GoLpsmiTH, 
Poet, Natural Philofopher and 
Hiftorian, 


Who left no fpecies of writing untouched, 
or, 


Unadorned by His pen, 
Whether to move laughter, 
Or draw tears: 
He was a powerful mafter 
Over the affections, 
Though at the fame time a gentle tyrant ; 
Of a genius at once fublime, lively, and 
Equal to every fubject ; 
Jn expreffion at once noble, 
Pure and delicate. 
His Memory will lat 
As long as fociety retains affection ; 
Friend- 
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Friendfhip is not void of Honor, 
And Reading wants not her admirers. 
He was born in the kingdom of Ireland, 

At Fernes, in the province 
Of Leinfter, 
Where Pallas had fet her name, 
agth Nov. 1731. 
He was educated at Dublin, 
And died in London, 
_ 4th April, 1774. 


As to his character, it is ftrongly illuf- 
trated by Mr. Pope’s line, 


«In wit a man, fimplicity a child,” 


The learned leifure he loved to enjoy 
was too often interrupted by diftreffes 
which arofe from the opennefs of his tem- 
per, and which fometimes threw him 
into loud fits of paffion; but this impe- 

tuofity 
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tuofity was corrected upon a moment’s 
reflection, and his fervants have been 
known upon thefe occafions, purpofely to 
throw themfelves in his way, that they 
might profit by it immediately after; for 
he who had the good fortune to be re- 
proved was certain of being rewarded for 
it. His difappointments at other times, 
made him peevifh and fullen, and he has 
often left a party of convivial friends 
abruptly in the evening, in order to go 
home and brood over his misfortunes. 


The untiverfal efteem in which his po- 
ems are held, and the repeated pleafure 
they give in the perufal, are ftriking proofs 
of their merit. He was a ftudious and 
correct obferver of nature, happy in the 
felection of his images, in the choice of 
his fubjects, and in the harmony of his 
verfification ; and, though his embarraftf- 


ed 
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ed fituation prevented him from putting 
the laft hand to many of his produétions, 
his Hermit, his Traveller, and his Deferted 
_ Village, bid fair to claim a place among 
the moft finifhed pieces in the Englifh 
language. | | | 


The excellent poem of Retaliation was 
only intended for the Doéctor’s private 
amufement, and that of the particular 
friends who were its fubje€t, and he un- 
fortunately did not live to revife, or even 
finifh it in the manner which he intended. 
The poem owed its birth to fome preced- 
Ing circumftances of feftive merriment * 

at 
* Jupirer and Mercury, a Fable. By 


Davipv GarRRICK, 


HERE Hermes, fays Fove, who with Neétar was - 
mellow, | 
Go fetch me fome clay—I will make an odd fellow ; 
| Right 
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at a literary club, to which the doctor 
belonged, and who propofed to write epi- 
taphs on him. He was calied on for Re- 

tali- 


Right and wrong fhall be jumbled,—much gold and 
fome drofs ; 
Without caufe be he pleas’d, without caufe be he 
crofs ; oO | 
Be fure, as I work, to throw in contradictions, 
A great love of truth, yet a mind turn’d to fictions; 
Now mix thefe ingredients, which, watm’d in the 
baking, 
Turn to learning and gaming, religion and raking. | 
With the love of a wench, let his writings be chatte; 
Tip his tongue with ftrange matter, his pen with fine 
tafte ; 
‘That the rake and the poet o’er all may prevail, 
Set fire to the head, and fet fire to the tail: 
For the joy of each fex, on the world I'll beftow it, 
This /cholar, rake, Chriftian, dupe, gamefter, and poet: 
Though a mixture fo odd, he fhall merit great fame, 
And among brother mortals—be GoipsmiTH his 
name ; 
Whea 
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taliation, and at their next meeting pro- 


produced the poem. 


The laft work of this ingenious author, 
was ** An Hiftory of the Earth and Ani- 
‘¢ mated Nature,” in 8 vols. 8vo. for which 
production his bookfeller paid him 85o0l.. 


When on.earth this ftrange meteor ne more fhall 
appear, 
You, Hermes, fhall fetch him—to make us fport 


here. 


On Dr. GotrpsmiTn’s CHARACTERISTICAL 
“Cookery, a Feu D’E/prit, by David Gar- 
rick, 


A RE thefe the choice difhes the Doctor has fert 
us? . 
Ts this the great poet whofe works fo content us? _ 
This Goldfmith’s fine feaft, who has written fine 
books ? 
Heaven fends us good meat, but the devil fends cooks. 


The 
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The Doctor feems to have confidered at- 
tentively the works of the feveral authors 
who have wrote on this fubje&t. If there 
fhould not be a great deal of difcovery, 
or new matter, yet a judicious feleftion 
from abundant materials, is no {mall 
praife, and if the experiments and difco- 
veries of other writers are laid open in an 
agreeable drefs, fo pleafing as to allure 
the young reader into a purfuit of this 
fort of knowledge, we have no fmall ob- 
ligations to this very engaging writer. 


“Our author profeffes to have had a tafte 
rather claffical than {cientific, and it was 
in the ftudy of the claffics, that he firft 
caught the defire of attaining a knowledge 
of nature. Pliny firft infpired him, and 
he refolved to tranflate that agreeable 
writer, and by the help of a commentary 

to 
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to make his tranflation acceptable to the 
public. 


It is not to be queftioned that Dr. 
Gold{mith, had he followed that plan, 
would have marked out thofe inaccura- 
cies and extravagincies, into which an 
eafy credulity, or a want of attention, or 
the little progrefs of {cience in the world, 
in his age, had feduced his original au- 
thor, and are the blemifhes of that inge- 


nious, inquifitive, and laborious writer. 


The appearance of Mr. Buffon’s work, 
however, induced the Doctor to change 
his plan, and: inftead of tranflating an 
ancient writer, he refolved to imitate the 
laft and beft of the modern, who had 
written on natural hiftory. 


The 
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The Doéctor acknowledges to have the 
higheft obligations to Buffon, as far as 
Buffon’s work extend, and he could not, 
we imagine, have chofen:to himfelf a 
better guide. The Doctor feems to pro- 
fefs chat from his firft intention of. a tranf- 
lation, to his execution of this work, his 
great object was to fend out an agreeable 
work, and, without flattery, this we think 
he has effected. | 


We will not prefume to decide whether 
the adept will find himfelf enlightened, 
or his information extended, but undoubt- 
edly the common reader will find his cu- 
riofity gratified, and that time agreeably 
difpofed of, which he beftows on this 
work, and this feems to have been the 
object of the writer; and an author who 


has effected what he has propofed, is un- 


doubtedly intitled to all the praife that 
the 


—_ 
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the nature of the work he has undertaken 
can pretend to. 


- Every reader of tafte has Jong regretted 
that the poetical writings of this author 
have hitherto been only publifhed ina de- 
fultory manner, the collecting them toge- 
ther in a compleat and elegant edition, it 
is hoped will be confidered as a proper 
tribute to the memory of this truly excel- 
lent poet. * 


* The writer of thefe memoirs is indebted for the 
principal anecdotes contained in them, toa gentleman 
who well knows their authenticity, and who long 
lived with Dr. Goldfmith upon the moft friendly 
terms, and never felt any forrow more fincerely than 
that which was occafioned by his death. 
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BY w WOT YY. 


| Apieu, {weet bard! toeach fine feeling true, 
‘Thy virtues many, and thy foibles few ; 


Thofe form’d to charm e’en vicious minds,— 


and thefe 
With harmlefs mirth the focial foul to pleafe. 
Another’s woe thy heart could always melt ; 


None gave more free,—for none more deeply felt. ' 


Sweet bard, adieu ! thy own harmonious lays 
Have fculptur’d out thy monument of praife: 
Yes, 
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Yes,—thefe furvive to time’s remoteft day ; 
While drops the buft, and boaftful tombs decay, 
Reader, if number’d in the Mufe’s train, 

Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his ftrain; 
But, if no poet thou, reverfe the plan, 


_ Depart in peace, and imitate the man. 
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EXTRACT FROM AN ELEGANT POEM WRITTEN 
BY COURTNEY MELMOTH, ESQ 


ON THE DEATH OF EMINENT ENGLISH POETS. 


THE TEARS OF GENIUS. %” 


Tu E village-bell tolls out the note of death, 
And through the echoing air, the length’ning found, | 
With dreadful paufe, reverberating deep ; 
Spreads the fad tidings, o’er fair Auburn’s vale. 
There, to enjoy the fcenes her bard had prais’d 
In all the fweet fimplicity of fong, 
Genius, in pilgrim garb, fequefter’d fat, 
And herded jocund with the harmlefs fwains : 
But when fhe heard the fate-forboding knell, 

With 
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With ftartled ftep, precipitate and fwift, 

And look pathetic, full of dire prefage, 

The church-way walk, befide the neighb’ring green, 

Sorrowing fhe fought; and there, in black array, 

Borne on the fhoulders of the {wains he lov’d, 

She faw the boaft of Auburn mov’d along. 

Touch’d at the view, her penfive breaft fhe ftruck, 

And to the cyprefs, which incumbent hangs 

With leaning flope, and branch irregular, 

O’er the mofs’d pillars of the facred fane, 

The briar-bound graves fhadowing with funeral 
gloom, 

Forlorn fhe hied ; and there the crowding woe 

(Swell’d by the parent) prefs’d on bleeding thought, 

Big ran the drops from her maternal eye, 

Faft broke the bofom-forrow from her heart, 

And pale Diftrefs, fat fickly on her cheek, 

As thus her plaintive Elegy began. 


And muft my children all expire? 
Shall none be left to ftrike the lyre? 
Courts Death alone a learned prize? 
Falls his fhafts only on the wife ? 
Can no fit marks on earth be found, 


From ufelefs thoufands {warming round? 
d 3 What 
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What crowding cyphers cram the land! 
What hofts of victims, at command ! 
Yet fhall th’ ingenious drop alone ? 
Shall Science grace the tyrant’s throne ? 
Thou murd’rer of the tuneful train ! 

I charge thee, with my children flain ! 


Scarce has the fun thrice urg’d his annual tour, 


Since half my race have felt thy barbarous power ; 


_ Sore haft thou thinn’d each pleafing art, 
And ftruck a mufe with every dart: 


Bard, after bard, obey’d thy flaughtering call, 
Till fearce a poet lives to fing a brother’s fall, 


Then let a widow’d mother pay 
The tribute of a parting lay. 


Tearful, infcribe the monumental ftrain, 


And fpeak aloud, her feelings, and her pain ! 


And firft, farewel to thee, my fon, fhe cried, 
Thou pride of Auburn’s dale—{weet bard, farewel. 


Long 
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Long for thy fake, the peafants tear thall flow, 
And many a virgin-bofom heave with woe, 
For thee fhall forrow fadden all the fcene, 
And every paftime, perith on the green; 
The fturdy farmer fhall fufpend his tale, 
‘The woodman’s ballad fhall no more regale, 
No more fhall Mirth, each ruftic fport infpire, 
But every frolic, every feat fhall tire. 
No more the evening gambol fhall delight, 
Nor moonfhine revels crown the vacant night, 
But groupes of villagers (each joy forgot) 
Shall form, a fad affembly round the cot. 
Sweet bard, farewel—and farewel, Auburn’s blifs, 
The bafhful lover, and the yielded kifs ; 
The evening warble Philomela made, 
The echoing foreft, and the whifpering fhade, 
The winding brook, the bleat of brute content, 
And the blithe voice that ‘* whiftled as it went.” 
Thefe fhall no longer charm the plowman’s care, _ 
But fighs fhall fill, the panfes of defpair. 


GotpsmirH adieu! the ‘ book-learn’d prieft” 
for thee 

_ Shall now in vain poffefs his feftive glee, 
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The oft-heard jeft in vain he fhall reveal, 

For now alas, the jeft he cannot feel. 

But ruddy damfels o’er thy tomb fhall bend, 
And confcious weep for their and virtue’s friend : 
The milk-maid fhall reject the fhepherd’s fong, 
And ceafe to carol as fhe toils along: 

All Auburn fhall bewail the fatal day, 

When from her fields, their pride was {natch’d away ; 
And even the matron of the creffy lake 

In piteous plight, her palfied head fhall thake, 
While all adown the furrows of her face 

Slow fhall the lingering tears each other trace. 


And, Oh my child! feverer woes remain, 
To all the houfelefs, and unfhelter’d train : 
Thy fate thall {adden many an humble gueft, 
And heap frefh anguifh on the beggar’s breaft. 
For dear wert thou to all the fons of pain; 
To all that wander, forrow, or complain, 
Dear to the learned, to the fimple dear, 
For daily bleffings mark’d thy virtuous year ; 
The rich receiv’d a moral from thy head, 
And from thy heart the ftranger found a bed, 
Diftrefs 
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Diftrefs came always fmiling from thy door ; 
For God had made the agent to the poor ; 
Had form’d thy feelings on the nobleft plan, 
To grace at once, the Poet, and the Man. 


EXTRACT FROM 


A M O N O D Y 
ON THE DEATH OF 


DR. OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


D ARK as the night, which now in dunneft robe, 

Afcends her zenith, o’er the filent globe ; \ | 

Sad melancholy wakes, awhile to tread, 

With folemn ftep, the manfions of the dead : 

Led by her hand, o’er this yet recent fhrine 

I forrowing bend ; and here effay to twine 

The tributary wreath of laureat bloom, 

With artlefs hands, to deck a poet’s tomb; 

The tomb where Gold{mith fleeps. Fond hopes, 
adieu ! 

No more your airy dreams fhall mock my view: 

Here will I learn ambition to controul, 


And each afpiring paffion of the foul: 
. E’en 
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E’en now, methinks, his well-known voice I hear, 
When late he meditated flight from care, 
When as imagination fondly hied 


To f{cenes of {weet retirement, thus he cried. 


‘¢ Ye fplendid fabricks, palaces and towers, 
«¢ Where diffipation leads the giddy hours, 
«© Where pomp, difeafe, and knavery refide, 
«¢ And folly bends the knee to wealthy pride ; 
<¢ Where luxury’s purveyors learn to rife, 
«¢ And worth, to want a prey, unfriended dies ; 
«¢ Where warbling Eunuchs glitter in brocade, 
‘¢ And haplefs Poets toil for fcanty bread : 
ss Farewel! to other fcenes I turn my eyes, 
‘¢ Embofom’d in the vale where Auburn lies, 
‘© Deferted Auburn, thofe now ruin’d glades, 
«¢ Forlorn, yet ever dear and honour’d fhades. 
«¢ There though the Hamlet boafts no fmiling train, « 
<¢ Nor fportful paftime circling on the plain ; 
*¢ No needy villains proul around for prey, 
_ © No flanderers, no fycophants betray ; 
‘© No gaudy foplings fcornfully deride 
¢* The fwain, whofe humble pipe is all his pride. 
‘s There will I fly to feek that foft repofe, 


¢s Which folitude contemplative beftows : 
| © Yet, 
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<¢ Yet, oh fond hope! perchance there ftill remains 

“«* One lingering friend behind, to blefs the plains; 

<¢ Some hermit of the dale, infhrined in eafe, 

<< Long loft companion of my youthful days ; 

<< With whofe fweet converfe in his focial bower, 

«* T oft may chide away fome vacant hour ; 

<* To whofe pure fympathy, I may impart 

‘© Each latent grief, that labours at my heart, 

¢s Whate’er I felt, and what I faw, relate, 

‘* The fholes of luxury, the wrecks of ftate ; 

‘* Thofe bufy fcenes, where fcience wakes in vain, 

“* In which I fhar’d, ah! ne’er to fhare again. 

“* But whence that pang? does nature now rebel ? 

** Why faulters out my tongue the word farewel ? 

‘* Ye friends! who long have witnefs’d to my toil, 

“* And feen me ploughing in a thanklefs foil, 

‘© Whofe partial tendernefs huth’d every pain, 

«© Whofe approbation made my bofom vain: 

** *Tis you, to whom my foul divided hies 

‘¢ With fond regret, and half unwilling flies ; 

‘« Sighs forth her parting wifhes to the wind, 

“«*« And lingering leaves her better half behind. 

‘* Can I forget the intercourfe I fhar’d, 

¢ What friendfhip cherith’d, and what zeal endear’d? 
a “« Alas! 
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«* Alas! remembrance ftill muft turn to you, 

«< And to my lateft hour, protraét the long adieu. 
«© Amid the woodlands, wherefoe’er { rove, 

«¢ The plain, or fecret covert of the grove, 

«© Imagination fhall fupply her ftore 

«* Of painful blifs, and what fhe can reftore; 

*< Shall ftrew each lonely path with flowrets gay, 
«< And wide as is her boundlefs empire ftray. 

«* On eagle pinions traverfe earth, and tkies, 

«¢ And bid the loft and diftant objeéts rife. 

«* Here, where encircled o’er the floping land 

‘* Woods rife on woods, fhall Ariftotle ftand ; 

<< Lyceum round the godlike man rejoice, 

«¢ And bow with reverence to wifdom’s voice. 

<¢ There, {preading oaks fhall arch the vaulted dome, | 
«¢ The Champion, there, of liberty, and Rome, 

‘* In attick eloquence fhall thunder laws, 

«* And uncorrupted fenates fhout applaufe. 

<< Not more extatic vifions rapt the foul 

«¢ Of Numa, when to midnight grots he ftole,—— 
‘ And learnt his lore, from virtue’s mouth refin’d, 
‘s To fetter vice, and harmonize mankind. 

<* Now ftretch’d at eafe befide fome fav’rite ftream, 
«« Of beauty, and enchantment will I dream ;' 


‘< Elyfium, 
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“¢ Elyfium, feats of art, and laurels won, 

‘© The Graces three, and * Japhet’s fabled fon: 

*< Whilft Angelo fhall wave the myftic rod, 

«* And fee a new creation wait his nod ; 

“«* Prefcribe his bounds to Time’s remorfelefs power, 
«< And, to my arms, my abfent friends reftore, 

<¢ Place me amidft the group, each well-known face, 
‘* The fons of fcience, lords of human race; 

‘* And as oblivion finks at his command, ~ 

<¢ Nature fhall rifé more finifh’d from his hand, 

<< Thus fome Magician fraught with potent fkill, 
<* Transforms, and moulds each varied mafs at will; 
<¢ Calls animated forms of wonderous birth, 

‘¢ Cadmean offspring, from the teeming earth, 

“¢ Uncears the ponderous tombs, the realms of night, 
«< And calls their cold inhabitants to light ; 

“* Or, as he traverfes a dreary {cene, 

‘* Bids every {weet of nature there convene, 

<* Huge mountains fkirted round with wavy woods, 
<< The fhrub-deckt lawns, and filver fprinkled floods, 
<¢ Whilft flowrets fpring around the fmiling land, 


«¢ And follow on the traces of his wand. 


* Prometheus, 


«< Such 
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«* Such profpects, lovely Auburn ! then, be thine; 
ss And what thou canft of blifs impart be mine; 
«< Amid thy humble fhades, in tranquil eafe, 
«¢ Grant me to pafs the remnant of my days. 
“* Unfetter’d from the toil of wretched gain, 
«¢ My raptur’d mufe fhall pour her nobleft ftrain, 
<¢ Within her native bowers the notes prolong, 
<< And, grateful, meditate her lateft fong. 
«cs Thus, as adown the flope of life I bend, 
«< And move, refign’d, to meet my latter end, 
«¢ Each worldly with, each worldly care repreft, 
ss A felf-approving heart alone poffeft, | t 
<< Content, to bounteous heaven I’1] leave the reft.”’ 
Thus, fpoke the Bard: but not one friendly power, 
With nod affentive crown’d the parting hour ; 
No eaftern meteor glard beneath the fy, 
No dextral omen ; Nature heav’d a figh 
Prophetic of the dire impending blow, 
The prefage of her lofs, and Britain’s woe. 
Already portion’d, unrelenting Fate 
Had made a paufe upon the number’d date ; 
Behind, ftood death, too horrible for fight, 
In darknefs clad, expectant, prun’d for flight ; 
Pleas’d at the word, the fhapelefs monfter {ped, 


On eager meffage to the humble thed, 
Where 
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Where wrapt by foft poetic vifions round, 
Sweet flumbering, Fancy’s darling fon he found. 
At his approach the filken pinion’d train 
Affrighted, mount aloft, and quit the brain ; 
Which late they fann’d : now other fcenes than dales. 
Of woody pride, fucceed, or flow’ry vales : 
As when a fudden tempeft veils the fky, 
Before ferene, and ftreaming lightnings fly ; 
The profpe& fhifts, and pitchy volumes roll, 
Along the drear expanfe, from pole to pole ; 
Terrific horrors all the void inveft, 
Whilft the Archfpectre iffues forth confeft. 
The bard beholds him beckon to the tomb 
Of yawning night, eternity’s dread womb; 
In vain attempts to fly, the impaffive air _ 
Retards his fteps, and yields him to defpair ; 
He feels a gripe that thrills through every vein, 
And panting ftruggles in the fatal chain. 
Here paus’d the fell deftroyer to furvey 
The pride, the boaft of man, his deftin’d prey, 
Prepar’d to ftrike, he pois’d aloft the dart, 
And plung’d the fteel in Virtue’s bleeding heart ; 
Abhorrent, back the fprings of life rebound, 
And leave on Nature’s face a grifly wound, 

A wound 
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A wound enroll’d among Britannia’s woes, 
That ages yet to follow, cannot clofe. 

Oh, Gold{mith! how fhall forrow now eflay 
To murmur out her flow incondite lay ? 
In what fad accents mourn the lucklefs hour, 
That yielded thee to unrelenting power ; 
Thee, the proud boaft, of all the tuneful train 
That {weep the lyre, or fwell the polith’d ftrain ? 
Much honour’d Bard! if my untutur’d verfe 
Could pay a tribute, worthy of thy hearfe, 
With fearlefs hands 1’d build the fane of praife, 
And boldly ftrew the never fading bays. 
But, ah! with thee my guardian Genius fled, 
And pillow’d in thy tomb his filent head: 
Pain’d Memory alone behind remains, 
And penfive ftalks the folitary plains, 
Rich in her forrows, honours without art, 
She pays in tears, redundant from the heart. 
And fay, what boots it o’er thy hallow’d duft 
To heap the graven pile, or laurel’d buft; 
Since by thy hands already rais’d on high, 
We fee a fabrick tow’ring to the fky ; 
Where hand and hand with time, the facred lore 
Shall travel on, till nature is no more.? 

: POEMS 
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A 


PR OL OGUéE, 
WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY 
THE POET LABERIUS, 


A ROMAN KNIGHT, WHOM CESAR FORCED 


UPON THE STAGE. 


PRESERVED BY MACROBIUWUS.* 


Wu AT! noway left to hun th’ inglorious ftage, 
And fave from infamy my finking age! 

Scarce half-alive, opprefs’d with many a year, 
What in the name of dotage drives me here ? 

A time there was, when glory was my guide, 

Nor force nor fraud could turn my fteps afide ; 
Unaw’d by power, and unappal’d by fear, 

With honeft thrift I held my honour dear: 


* This tranflation was firft printed in one of our Au- 
thor’s earlieft works, ‘* The Prefent State of Learning in 
‘¢ Europe.” 12mo. 1759. 
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But this vile hour difperfes all my ftore, 
And all my hoard of honour is no more; 
For ah! too partial to my life’s decline, 
Czfar perfuades, fubmiffion muft be mine ; 
Him I obey, whom Heaven itfelf obeys, 
Hopelefs of pleafing, yet inclin’d to pleafe. 
Here then at once I welcome every fhame, 
And cancel at threefcore a life of fame ; 
- No more my titles fhall my children tell 
The old buffoon will fit my name as well ; 
This day beyond its term my fate extends, 
For life is ended when our honour ends. 


T HE 


DOUBLE TRANSFORMATION. 


A T A L E. 


S ECLUDED from domettic ftrife, 
Jack Book-worm led a college life ; 

A fellowfhip at twenty-five, 

Made him the happieft man alive ; 

He drank his glafs, and crack’d his joke, 
And frefhmen wonder’d as he fpoke. 


Such pleafures, unallay’d with care, 
Could any accident impair? 
Could Cupid’s fhaft at length transfix 
Our fwain arriv’d at thirty-fix? 
O had the archer ne’er come down 
To ravage in a country town! 
Or Flavia been content to ftop 
At triumphs in a Fleet-ftreet fhop. 
O had her eyes forgot to blaze! 
Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze. 
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oO! But let exclamation ceafe, 

Her prefence banifh’d all his peace. 

So with decorum all things carry’d ; 

Mifs frown’d, and blufh’d, and then was—married. 


Need we expofe to vulgar fight 
The raptures of the bridal night? 
Need we intrude on hallow’d ground, 
Or draw the curtains clos’d around ? 
Let it fuffice, that each had charms ; 
He clafp’d a goddefs in his arms ; 
And, though fhe felt his ufage rough, 
Yet in a man ’twas well enough. 


The honey-moon like light’ning flew, 
The fecond brought its tranfports too. 
A third, a fourth, were not amifs, 
The fifth was friendfhip mix’d with blifs : 
But, when a twelvemonth pafs’d away, — 
Jack found his goddefs made of clay ; 
Found half the charms that deck’d her face 
Arofe from powder, fhreds, or lace ; 
But ftill the worft remain’d behind, 
That very face had robb’d her mind. 


Skill’d in no other arts was fhe, 
. But drefling, patching, repartee ; 
And, juft as humour rofe or fell, 
By turns a flattern or a belle ; 
Tis 
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Tis true fhe drefs’d with modern grace, 
Half naked at a ball or race; 

But when at home, at board or bed, 

Five greafy night-caps wrap’d her head. 
Could fo much beauty condefcend 

To be a dull domeftic friend? 

Could any curtain lectures bring . 

To decency fo fine a thing? 

In fhort, by night, ’twas fits or fretting ; 
By day, ’twas gadding or coquetting. 
Fond to be feen, fhe kept a bevy 

Of powder’d coxcombs at her levy ; 

The ’fquire and captain took their oases 
And twenty other near relations ; 

Jack fuck’d his pipe, and often broke 

A figh in fuffocating {moke ; 

While all their hours were pafs’d between 
Infulting repartee or fpleen. 


Thus as her faults each day were known, 
He thinks her features coarfer grown ; 
He fancies every vice fhe fhews, 
Or thins her lip, or points her nofe : 
Whenever rage or envy rife, 
How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes ! 
He knows not how, but fo it is, 
Her face is grown a knowing phyz; 
And, though her fops are wond’rous civil, 
He thinks her ugly as the devil. __ 

B4. Now, 
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Now, to perplex the ravell’d nooge, 
As each a different way purfues, 
While fullen or loquacious ftrife 
Promifed to hold them on fos life, 
That dire difeafe, whofe ruthlefs power 
Withers the beauty’s tranfient flower: 
Lo! the fmall pox, whofe hoarid clare 
Levell’d its terrors at the fair; 
And, rifling every youthful grace, 
Left but the remnant of a face. 


The glafs, grown hateful tao her fight, 
Reflected now a perfect fright: 
Fach former art fhe vainly tries 
To bring back luére to her eyes. 
In vain fhe tries her pafte and creams, 
To fmooth her fkin, or hide its feams 3 
Ter country beaux and city coufins, 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens: 
The {quire himfelf was feen to yield, 
And ev’n the captain quit the field. 


Poor madam now condemn’d to hack 
The reft of life with anxious Jack, 
Perceiving others fairly flown, 
Attempted pleafing him alone. 

Jack foon was dazzled to behold 
Her prefent face furpafs the old; 
With modefty her cheeks are dy’d, 
sinmility difplaces pride ; 


For 
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For taudry finery is feen 

A Perfon ever neatly clean: 

No more prefuming on her fway, 
She learns good-nature every day ; 
Serenely gay, and ftrict in duty, 


Jack finds his wife a perfect beauty. 


ANEW 
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NEW SIMILE 
IN THE 


MANNER OF SWIHIF iT. 


L ONG had I fought in vain to find 
A likenefs for the {cribbling kind ; 

The modern fcribbling kind, who write, 
In wit, and fenfe, and nature’s fpite: 
*Tull reading, I fotget what day on, 

A chapter out of Took’s Pantheon, 

I think I met with fomething there, 

To fait my purpofe to a hair; 

But let us not proceed too furious, 

Firft pleafe to turn to God Mercurius ; 
You’ll find him piétur’d at full length 
In book the fecond, page the tenth: 
The ftrefs of all my proofs on him I lay, 
And now proceed we to our fimile. 


Imprimis, pray obferve his hat, 
Wings upon either fide—mark that. 
a Well! 
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Well! what is it from thence we gather? - 
Why thefe denote a brain of feather. 

A brain of feather! very right, 

With wit that’s flighty, learning light ; 
Such as to modern bard’s decreed ; 

A juft comparifon,—proceed. 


In the next place, his feet perufe, 
Wings grow again from both his thoes; 
Defign’d, no doubt, their part to bear, 
And waft his godfhip through the air ; 
And here my fimile unites, 

For in modern poet’s flights, 
I’m fure it may be juftly faid, 
His feet are ufeful as his head. 


Laftly, vouchfafe t’obferve his hand, 
Fill’d with a fnake-incircled wand; 
By clafflick authors, term’d caduceus, 
And highly fam’d for feveral ufes. 

To wit—moft wond’roufly endu’d, 

No poppy water half fo good ; 

For let folks only get a touch, 

Its foporific virtue’s fuch, 

Though ne’er fo much awake before, 
That quickly they begin to fnore. 
Add too, what certain writers tell, 
With this he drives mens fouls to hell. 


Now 
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Now to apply, begin we then; 

His wand’s a modern author’s pen; 
The ferpents round about it twin’d, 
Denote him of the reptile kind ; 
Denote the rage with which he writes, 
His frothy flaver, venom’d bites ; 
An equal femblance ftill to keep, 
Alike too both conduce to fleep. 
This difference only as the God 
Drove fouls to Tart’rus with his rod, 

- With his goofequill the {cribbling elf, 
Inftead of others, damns himfelf. 


And here my fimile almoft tript, 
Yet grant a word by way of poft{cript. 
Moreover, Merc’ry had a failing: 
Well! what of that? out with it—ftealing ; 
In which all modern bards agree, 
Being each as great a thief as he: 
But ev’n this deity’s exiftence 
Shall lend my fimile affiftance. 
Our modern bards! why what a pox 
Are they but fenfelefs ftones and blocks? 


A DE. 


- A .. 


Ld 


DES CRIPTION 


OF AN 


AUTHOR’S BED-CHAMBER. 


Wau ERE the Red Lion ftaring o’er the way, 

Invites each pafling ftranger that can pay ; 

Where Calvert’s butt, and Parfon’s black champaign, 

Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane ; 

There in a lonely room, from bailiffs fnug, 

The Mufe found Scroggen ftretch’d beneath a rug ; 

A window patch’d with paper, lent a ray, 

That dimly fhew’d the ftate in which he lay ; 

The fanded floor that grits beneath the tread ; 

The humid wall with paltry pictures fpread : 

The royal game of goofe was there in view, 

And the twelve rules the royal martyr drew; 

The feafons, fram’d with lifting, found a place, 

And brave prince William fhew’d his lamp-black face : 
The 
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The morn was cold, he views with keen defire 

The rufty grate uncon{cious of a fire : 

With beer and milk arrears, the frieze was {cor’d, 
And five crack’d tea cups drefs’d the chimney board ; 
A night-cap deck’d his brows inftead of bay, 

A cap by night———a ftocking all the day! 


THE 


FIRST PRINTED 


IN MDCCLXY. 


THE saucowias 
L E T T | KE . R, 
ADDRESSED TO THE 
PRINTER OF THE ST. JAMES'S CHRONICLE, 


APPEARED IN THAT PAPER, IN’ JUNE, 
MDCCLXVII. | ; 


SIR, 


A S there is nothing I diflike fo much as news- 
paper controverfy, particularly upon trifles, permit 
me to be as concife as poflible in informing a core 
refpondent of yours, that I recommended Blain- 
ville’s Travels, becaufe I thought the book was a 
good one; and [I think fo fill. I faid, I was told 
by the bookfeller that it was then firft publithed ; 
but in that, it feems, I was mif-informed, and my 
reading was not extenfive enough to fet me right. 


Another correfpondent of yours accufes me of | 
having taken a ballad, I publifhed fome time ago, 
VOL. I. C from 
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from one * by the ingenious Mr. Percy. Ido not 
think there is any great refemblance between the 
two pieces in queftion. If there be any, his ballad 
is taken from mine. I read it to Mr. Percy, fome 
years ago; and he (as we both confidered thefe 
things as trifles at beft) told me with his ufual good 
humogr, the next time I faw him, that he had taken 
my plan to form the fragments of Shakefpeare into 
a ballad of his own. He then read me his little 
Cento, if I may fo call it, and I highly approved 
it. Such petty anecdotes as thefe are fcarce worth 
printing: and, were it not for the bufy difpofition 
of fome of your correfpondents, the public fhould 
never have known that he owes me the hint of his 
ballad, or that I am obliged te his friendfhip and 
learning for communications of a much more impor- 
tant nature. 


I am, Sir, 
Yours, &c. 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


© The Friar of Orders Gray, ‘ Reljq. of Anc. Poetry,” 
vol. I. Pe 243 


THE 


Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
‘© And guide my lonely way, 

‘* 'To where yon taper cheags the vale 
‘© With hofpitable ray. 


*¢ For here forlorn and loft I tread, 
‘* With fainting fteps and flaw ; | 
‘* Where wilds, immeafurably fpread, — 
‘© Seem length’ning as I go.” 


‘* Forbear, my fon,”? the Hermit cries, | 
‘<* To tempt the dangerous gloom ;. 
** For yonder faithlefs phantom ffies 
‘* To lure thee to thy doom, 
C2 ‘© Here 
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‘* Here to the houfelefs child of want 
«© My door is open ftill ; 

‘¢ And though my portion is but fcant, 
‘< I give it with good will. 


«¢ Then turn to-night, and freely fhare 
‘¢ Whate’er my cell beftows ; 

«¢ My rufhy couch and frugal fare, 
ss My bleffing and repofe. 


«¢ No flocks that range the valley free, 
‘¢ To flaughter I condemn: 

‘© Taught by that power that pities me, 
‘¢ I learn to pity them : 


<¢ But from the mountain’s grafly fide 
‘s A guiltlefs feaft I bring ; 

‘¢ A fcrip with herbs and fruits fupply’d, 
«© And water from the fpring. 


‘¢ Then, pilgrim, turn, thy cares forego ; 
«© All earth-born cares are wrong : . 
‘¢ Man wants but little here below, 
<S Nor wants that little long.” 


Soft as the dew from heaven defcends, 
His gentle accents fell : | 

The modeft ftranger lowly bends, 
And follows to the cell. 


Far 
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Far in a wildernefs obfcure 
The lonely manfion lay ; 

A refuge to the neighb’ring poor, 
And ftrangers led aftray. 


No ftores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir’d a mafter’s care ; 

The wicket op’ning with a latch, 
Receiv’d the harmlefs pair. 


And now, when bufy crowds retire 
To take their evening reft, 

The Hermit trimm’d his little: fire, 
And chear’d his penfive guetft : 


And fpread his vegetable ftore, 
And gayly preft, and fmil’d; 

And, fkill’d in legendary lore, 
The lingering hours beguil’d. - 


Around in fympathetic mirth 
Its tricks the kitten tries ; 

The cricket chirrups in the hearth ; 
The crackling faggot flies. 


But nothing could a charm impart 
To foothe a. ftranger’s woe ; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
And tears began to flow. 
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His rifing cares the Hermit f{py’d, 
With anfwering care oppref : 

‘© And whence, unhappy youth,”’ he cry’d, 
‘© The forrows of thy breaft ? | 


‘¢ From better habitations {purn’d, 
‘* Reluctant doft thou rove: 

«© Or grieve for friendfhip sirecurnid-. 
‘© Or unregarded love? 


sé Alas! the joys that fortune brings, 
‘¢ Are trifling and decay ; 
‘«* And thofe who prize the paltry things, 
_ More trifling gall than they. 


*¢ And what is friendfhip but a name, 
«* A charm that lulls to fleep ; 

‘¢ A fhade that follows wealth or fame, 
‘* And leaves the wretch to weep? 


¢¢ And love is ftill an emptier found, 
"© The modern fair-one’s jeft : 
“* On earth unfeen, or only found 
‘* To warm the turtle’s neft. 


** For fhame, fond youth, thy forrows hufh, 
‘¢ And fpurn the fex,”’ he faid: 

But while he {poke, a rifing bluth 
His love-lorn gueft betray’d. 


Sur- 
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Surpriz’d he fees new bédaties tife, 
Swift mantling to the view ; 

Like colours o’é¢r the rtorning fkiés, 
As bright, as tranfient too. 


The bafhful look, the rifing breaft, 
Alternate fpread alarms : 

The lovely ftranger ftands confetft 
A maid in all her charms. 


‘« And, ah, forgive a ftranger tude, 
‘© A wretch forlorn,” fhe cry’d ; 

“© Whofe feet unhallow’d thus intrade 
‘¢ Where heaven and you réfide. 


‘* But let 2 maid thy pity hare, 
‘© Whom love has taught to ftray ; 
‘* Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 
«© Companion of her way. 


‘« My father liv’d befide the T'yne, 
‘© A wealthy lord was he ; 

‘* And all his wealth was mark’d as mine, 
‘¢ He had but only me. 


‘¢ To win mé from his tender arms, 
‘© Unnumber’d fuitors came ; 
‘¢ Who prais’d me for imputed charms, 
‘* And felt, or feign’d a flame. 
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‘* Each hour a mercenary croud 
‘¢ With richeft proffers ftrove : 

‘* Among the.reft young Edwin bow’d, 
«* But never talk’d of love. 


‘© In humble, fimpleft habit clad, 
<< No wealth or power had he ; 

s* Wifdom and worth were all he had, 
«© But thefe were all to me. 


«* The bloffom opening to the day, 
‘© The dews of heayen refin’d, 

*¢ Could nought of purity difplay, 
‘© To emulate his mind. 


«¢ The dew, the bloffoms of the tree, 
«© With charms inconftant fhine ; 

¢¢ Their charms were his, but wo to me, 
«© Their conftancy was mine. 


s¢ For ftill I try’d each fickle art, 
‘© Importunate and vain ; 

‘© And while his paffion touch’d my eae 
*€ T triumph’d in his pain, 


¢¢ Till quite dejected with my fcorn, 
«© He left me to my pride ; 
‘© And fought a folitude forlorn 
#6 Jn fecret, where he dy’d, 
ss But 
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‘* But mine the forrow, mine the fault, 
‘¢ And well my life fhall pay ; 

‘* Tl feek the folitude he fought, 
«© And ftretch me where he lay. 


«© And there forlorn, defpairing hid, 
<« Tl lay me down and die ; 

«¢ ’Twas fo for me that Edwin did, 
*¢ And fo for him will I.” 


«« Forbid it, heaven!” the Hermit cry’d, 
And clafp’d her to his breatt : 

‘The wondering fair-one turn’d to chide, 
Twas Edwin’s felf that preft. 


*< Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
‘s My charmer, turn to fee 

‘© Thy own, thy long-loft Edwin here, 
‘© Reftor’d to love and thee, 


** Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 
‘© And every care refign : 
66 And fhall we never, never part, 
‘6 My life—my all that’s mine, 


«* No, never, from this hour to part, 
‘© We'll live and love fo true, 

‘© The figh that rends thy conftant heart, 
‘« Shall break thy Edwin’s too.” 


E L E G y 
ON THE 
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Goop people all, of every fort, 
Give ear unto my fong ; 

And if you find it wonderous fhort, © 
It canngt hold you long. 


In Ifling-ton there was a man, 
Of whom the world might fay, 

That ftill a godly race he ran, 
Whene’er he went to pray. 


A kind and gentle heart he had, 
To comfort friends and foes ; 

The naked every day he clad, 
When he put on his cloaths. 


And in that town a dog was found, 
As many dogs there be, 
Both mungrel, puppy, whelp, and hound, 


And curs of low degree. 
This 
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This dog and man at firft were friends ; 
But when a pique began, 

The dog, to gain his private ends, 
Went mad, and bit the man. 


Around from all the neighbouring ftreets, 
The wondering neighbours tan, 
And {wore the dog had loft his wate, 
To bite fo good a man. 


The wound it feem’d both fore and fad 
To every chriftian eye ; 

And while they fwore the dog was mad, 
_ They {wore the man would die. 


But foon a wonder came to light, 
That fhew’d the rogues they ly’d, 

The man recover’d of the bite, 
The dog it was that dy’d. 


STA N- 
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Wu EN lovely woman ftoops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can foothe her melancholy, 
What art can wafh her guilt away? 


The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her fhame from every eye, 
To give repentance to her lover, 
And wring his bofom—is, to die. 
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OR, A. 
PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 
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P O E M. 


FIRST PRINTED IN MDCCLXV,. 


DEDICATION $1 


REV. HENRY GOLDSMITH. 


DEAR SIR, 


Tam fenfible that the friendfhip between us can 
acquire no new force from the ceremonies of a De- 
dication ; and perhaps it demands an excufe thus to 
prefix your name to my attempts, which you decline 
giving with your own. But as a part of this Poem 
was formerly written to you from Switzerland, the 
whele can now, with propriety, be only inferibed 
to you. It will alfo throw a light upon many parts 
ef it, when the reader underftands, that it is ad- 
dreffed to a man, who, defpifing Fame and Fortune, 
has retired early to Happinefs and Obfcurity, with 
an income of forty pounds a year, 


I now perceive, my dear brother, the wifdom of 
your humble choice. You have entered upon a fa- 
cred office, where the harveft is great, and the las 
bourers are but few; while you have left the field 
ef Ambition, where the labourers are many, and 
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the harveft not worth carrying away. But of all 
kinds of ambition, what from the refinement of the 
times, from different fyftems of criticifm, and from 
the divifions of party, that which purfues poetical 
fame is the wildeft. 


Poetry makes a principal amufement among . 
polifhed nations; but in a country verging to sf 
extremes of refinement, Painting and Mufic come 
in fora fhare. As thefe offer the feeble mind a lefs 
laborious entertainment, they at firft rival Poetry, 
and at length fupplant her; they engrofs all that 
favour.once fhewn to her, and, though but younger 
fitters, feize upon the elder’s birthright. 


Yet, however this art may be neglected by the 
powerful, it is ftill in greater danger from the mif- 
taken efforts of the learned to improve it. What 
criticifms have we not heard of late in favour of 
blank verfe, and Pindaric odes, choruffes, anapefts 
and iambics, alliterative care and happy negligence! 
‘Every abfurdity has now a champion to defend it; 
and as he is generally much in the wrong, {fo 
he has always much to fay; for error is ever talk- 
ative. 


But there is an enemy to this art full more dan- 
gerous, I mean Party. Party entirely diftorts the 
judgment, and deftroys the tafte. When the mind 
is once infected with this difeafe, it can only find 

pleafure 
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pleafure in what contributes to increafe the diftem- 
per. Like the tyger, that feldom defifts from pur- 
fuing man, after having once preyed upon human 
flefh, the reader, who has once gratified his appetite 
with calumny, makes, ever after, the moft agree- 
able feaft upon murdered reputation. Such readers 
generally admire fome half-witted thing, who wants 
to be thought a bold man, having loft the character 
of awife one. Him they dignify with the name of 
poet: his tawdry lampoons are called fatires; his 
turbulence is faid to be force, and his phrenzy fire. 


What reception a Poem may find, which has nei- 
ther abufe, party, nor blank verfe to fupport it, I 
cannot tell, nor am I folicitous to know. My aims 
areright. Without efpoufing the caufe of any party, 
I have attempted to moderate the rage of all. I 
have endeavoured to fhew, that there may be equal 
happinefs in ftates, that are differently governed 
from our own; that every ftate has a particular prin- 
ciple of happinefs, and that this principle in each — 
may be carried to a mifchievous excefs. There are 
few can judge, better than yourfelf, how far thefe 
pofitions are illuftrated in this Poem. Iam, 


DEAR SIR, 


YOUR MOST AFFECTIONATE BROTHER, 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 
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R EMOTE, unfriended, melancholy, flow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wandering Po; 

Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Againft the houfelefs ftranger fhuts the door ; 
Or where Campania’s plain forfaken lies, 

A weary wafte expanding to the fkies ; 
Where’er I roam, whatever realms to fee, 

My heart untravell’d fondly turns to thee: 

Still to my brother turns, with ceafelefs pain, 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 


* In this poem feveral alterations were made, and fome 
new veries added, as it paffed through different editions.— 
We have printed from the ninth, which was the laft edi- 
tion publifhed in the life-time of the author, 


D2 Eternal 


¥ 


- 


36 THE TRAVELLER. 


Eternal bleffings crown my earlieft friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian faints attend ; 
Bleft be that fpot, where chearful guefts retire 
To paufe from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Bleft that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every ftranger finds a ready chair: 

Bleft be thofe feafts with fimple plenty crown’d, 
Where all the ruddy family around 

Laugh at the jefts or pranks that never fail, 

Or figh with pity at fome mournful tale; 

Or prefs the bafhful ftranger to his food, 

And learn the Inxury of doing good. 


But me, not deftin’d fuch delights to fhare, 
My prime of life in wandering {pent and care: 
Impell’d, with fteps unceafing, to purfue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view ; 
That, like the circle bounding earth and Ikies, 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies ; 
My fortune leads to traverfe realms alone, 
And find no fpot of all the world my own. 


Ev’n now, where Alpine folitudes afcend, 
I fit me down a penfive hour to {pend ; 
And, plac’d on high above the florm’s career, 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear ; 
Lakes, forefts, cities, plains extending wide, 
The pomp of kings, the fhepherd’s humbler pride. 


When 
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* When thus Creation’s charms around combine, 
Amidft-the ftore, fhould thanklefs pride repine ? | 
Say, fhould the philofophic mind difdain 

That good-which makes each humbler bofom vain? 
Let fchool-taught pride diffemble all it can, 

Yhefe little things are great to little man ; 

And wifer he, whofe fympathetic- mind 

Exults in all the good of all mankind. 

Ye glittering towns, with wealth and fplendor crown’d; 
Ye fields, where fummer fpreads profufion round; 
Ye lakes, whofe veffels catch the bufy gale ; 

Ye bending fwains, that drefs the flowery vale ; 
For me your tributary ftores combine: . 

Creation’s heir, the world, the world is mine. 


As-fome lone mifer, vifiting his ftore, 
Bends at his treafure, counts, recounts it o’er 
Hoards after hoards his rifing raptures fill, 
Yet ftill he fighs, for hoards are wanting ftill: 
Thus to my breaft alternate paffions rife, 
Pleas’d with each good that heaven to man fupplies: 
Yet oft a figh prevails, and forrows fall, 
To fee the hoard of human blifs fo {mall ; 
And oft I with, amidft the fcene, to find 
Some fpot to real happinefs confign’d, 
Where my worn foul, each wandering hope at rett, 
May gather blifs.to fee my fellows blef. ° 


But where to find that happieft {pot below, 
. Who can direét, when all pretend to know? 
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The fhudd’ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happieft {pot his own; 
Extols the treafures of his ftormy feas, 
And his long nights of reyelry and eafe ; 

The naked negro, panting at the line, 

Boafts of his golden fands and palmy wine, 
Bakks in the glare, or ftems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot’s boaft, where’er we roam, 
His firft, beft country, ever is at home. 

And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 
And eftimate the bleflings which they hare, 
Though patriots flatter, ftill fhall wifdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind; | 

As different good, by art or nature given, 

To different nations makes their bleflings even, 


‘Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her blifs at labour’s earneft call ; 
With food as well.the peafant is fupply’d 
On Idra’s cliffs as Arna’s fhelvy fide ; 
And though the rocky crefted fummits frown, 
Thefe rocks, by cuftom, turn to beds of down, 
From art more various are the bleflings fent ; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content. 
Yet thefe each other’s power fo ftrong conteft, 
That either feems deftructive of the reft. 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails; 
And honour finks where commerce long prevails. 

: Hence 
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Hence every ftate to one lov’d blefling prone, 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the fav’rite happinefs attends, 

And fpurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 
>Till carried to excefs in each domain, 

This fav’rite good begets peculiar pain. 


But let us try thefe truths with clofer eyes, 
And trace*them through the profpeét as it lies ; 
Here for a while my proper cares refign’d, 
Here let me fit in forrow for mankind; 

Like yon neglected fhrub at random caft, 
That fhddes the fteep, and fighs at every blatt. 


Far to the right where Appennine afcends, 
Bright as the fummer, Italy extends ; : 
Its uplands floping deck the mountain’s fide, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; 

While oft fome temple’s mould’ring tops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the f{cene, 


Could Nature’s bounty fatisfy the breaft, 
The fons of Italy were furely bleft, 
Whatever fruits indifferent climes were found, 
That proudly rife, or humbly court the ground; 
Whatever blooms in torrid traéts appear, 
Whofe bright fucceffion decks the varied year ; 
Whatever fweets falute the northern fky 
With vernal lives, that bloffom but to die ; 
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Thefe here difporting own the kindred foil, 
Nor afk laxuriance from the planter’s toil ; 
While fea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance rotind the fmiling land, 


But {mall the blifs that fenfe alene beftows, 
And fenfual blifs is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty groves and fields appear, © 
Man feems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrafted faults through all his manners reign: 
Though poor, luxurious; though fubmiflive, vain; 
Though grave, yet trifling; zealous, yet untrue; 
And even in penance planning fins anew. 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 
For wealth was theirs, not far remov’d the date, 
When commerce proudly flourifh’d through the ftate ; 
At her command the palace learnt to rife, 
Again the long-fall’n column fought the tkies ; 
The canvas glow’d beyond e’en Nature warm, 
The pregnant quarry teem’d with human form. 
Till, more unfteady than the fouthern gale, 
Commerce on other fhores difplay’d her fail; | 
While nought remain’d of all that riches gave, 
But towns unmann’d, and lords without a flave: 
And late the nation found with fruitlefs fkill 
Its former ftrength was but plethoric ill. 


Yet, ftill the lofs of wealth is here fupplied 
By arts, the fplendid wrecks of former pride ; 
7 From 
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From thefe the feeble heart and long-fallen mind 
An eafy compenfation feem to find. 

Here may be feen, in bloodlefs pomp array’d, 
The pafte-board triumph and the cavalcade ; 
Procefiions form’d for piety and love, 

A miftrefs or a faint in every grove. 

By fports like thefe are all their cares beguil’d, 
The fports of children fatisfy the child ; 

Each nobler aim, repreft by long controul, 

Now finks at laft, or feebly mans the foul; 
While low delights, fucceeding faft behind, 

In happier meannefs occupy the mind: 

As in thofe domes, where Czfars once bore fway, 
Defac’d by time and tott’ring in decay, 

There in the ruin, heedlefs of the dead, 

The fhelter-feeking peafant builds his thed; 
And, wondering man could want the larger pile, 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a fmile. 


My foul turn from them, turn we to furvey 
, Where rougher climes a nobler race difplay, 


Where the bleak Swifs their ftormy manfion tread, 


And force a churlifh foil for fcanty bread ; 
No produé here the barren hills afford, 

But man and fteel, the foldier and his fword. 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 
No zephyr fondly fues the mountain’s breait, 
But meteors glare, and ftormy glooms invel. 
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Yet ftill, even here, content can {pread a charm, 
Redrefs the clime, and all its rage difarm. 
Though poor the peafant’s hut, his feafts though {mall, 
He fees his little lot the lot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head 
To fhame the meannefs of his humble fhed ; 
No coftly lord the fumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loath his vegetable meal ; 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toil, 
Each with contradting, fits him to the foil. 
Chearful at morn, he wakes from fhort repofe, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes ; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 
Or drives his vent’rous plough-fhare to the fteep ; 
Or feeks the den where fnow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the ftruggling favage into day. 
At night returning, every labour fped, 
He fits him down the monarch of a fhed ; 
Smiles by his chearful fire, and round furveys 
His childrens’ looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
While his lov’d partner, boaftful of her hoard, 
Difplays her cleanly platter on the board: 
And haply too fome pilgrim, thither led, 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 


Thus every good his native wilds impart, 
Imprints the patriot paffipn on his heart ; 
And even thofe ills, that round his manfion rife, 
Enhance the blifs his {canty fund fupplies. 
| Dear 
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Dear is that fhed to which his foul conforms, 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ftorms ; 
And as a child, when {caring founds moleft, 
Clings clofe and clofer to the mother’s breaft, 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind’s roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more, 


Such are the charms to barren ftates affign’d ; 
Their wants but few, their wifhes all confin’d, 
Yet let them only fhare the praifes due, 

If few their wants, their pleafures are but few ; 
For every want that ftimulates the breaft, 

Becomes a fource of pleafure when redretft. 
Whence from fuch lands each pleafing fcience flies, 
That firft excites defire, and then fupplies ; 
Unknown to them, when fenfual pleafures cloy, 
To fill the languid paufe with finer joy ; 
Unknown thofe powers that raife the foul to fame, 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame. 
Their level life is but a mouldering fire, 
Unquench’d by want, unfann’d by ftrong defire ; 
‘Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures chear 

On fome high feftival of once a year, 

In wild excefs the vulgar breaft takes fire, 

Till, buried in debauch, the blifs expire... 


But not their joys alone thus coarfely‘ flow: 
Their morals, like their pleafures, are but low, 
For, as refinement ftops, from fire to fon 
Vnalter’d, unimprov’d the manners run ; 
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And love’s and friendthip’s finely pointed dart 

Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

Some fterner virtues o’er the mountain’s breaf 

May fit, like falcons cowering on the neft ; 

But all the gentler morals, fuch as play 

Through life’s more cultur’d walks, and charm the way, 
Thefe far difpers’d, on timorous pinions fly, - 

To {port and flutter in a kinder fy. 


To kinder tkies, where gentler manners reign, 
J turn; and France difplays her bright domain. 
Gay fprightly land of mirth and focial eafe, 
Pleas’d with thyfelf, whom all the world can pleafe, 
How often have I led thy fportive choir, 
With tunelefs pipe, befide the murmuring Loire? » 
Where fhading elms along the margin grew, 
And frefhen’d from the wave the zephyr flew s 
And haply, though my harth touch falt’ring ftill, 
But mock’d all tune, and marr’d the dancer’s {kill ; 
Yet would the village praife my wonderous power, 
And dance, forgetful of the noon-tide hour. 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children through the mirthful maze, 
And the gay grandfire, fkill’d in geftic lore, 
Has frifk’d benéath the burthen of threefcore. 


So bleft a life thefe thoughtlefs realms difplay, 
Thus.idly bufy rolls their world away; 
. Theirs 
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Theirs are thofe arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the focial temper here. 

Honour, that praife which real merit gains, 

Or even imaginary worth obtains, 

Here paffes current; paid from hand to hand, 

It fhifts in fplendid trafick round the land : 

From courts, to camps, to cottages it ftrays, 

And all are taught an avarice of praife ; 

They pleafe, are pleas’d, they give to get efleem, 
Till, feeming bieft, they grow to what they feem. 


But while this fofter art their blifs fupplies, 
It gives their follies alfo room to rife ; 
For praife too dearly lov’d, or warmly fought, 
Enfeebles all internal ftrength of thought. 
And the weak foul, within itfelf unbleft, 
Leans for all pleafure on another’s breaft. 
Hence oftentation here, with tawdry art, 
Pants for the vulgar praife which fools impart ; 
Here vanity affumes her pert grimace, 
And.trims her robes of frize with copper lace ; 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer, 
To boaft one fplendid banquet once a year; 
The mind ftill turns where fhifting fafhion draws, 
Nor weighs the folid worth of felf applaufe. 


To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
Embofom’d in thé deep where Holland lies. 


Methinks 
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Methinks her patient fons before me ftand, 
Where the broad ocean leans againft the land, 
And, fedulous to ftop the coming tide, 

Lift the tall rampire’s artificial pride. 
Onward methinks, and diligently flow, 

The firm connected bulwark feems to grow ; 
Spreads its long arms amidft the watery roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and ufurps the fhore. 
While the pent ocean rifing o’er the pile, 

Sees an amphibious world beneath him fmile ; 
The flow canal, the yellow bloffom’d vale, 
The willow tufted bank, the gliding fail, 
The crouded mart, the cultivated plain, 

A new creation refcu’d from his reign. 


Thus, while around the wave-fubjected foil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Induftrious habits in each bofom reign, 
And induftry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opulence that forage, 
With all thofe ills fuperfluous treafure brings, 
Are here difplayed. Their much-lov’d wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 
‘But view them clofer, craft and fraud appear 
Even liberty itfelf is barter’d here. 
At gold’s fuperior charms all freedom flies, 
The needy fell it, and the rich man buys; 
A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves, 


Here wretches feek difhonourable graves, 
_ And 
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And calmly bent, to fervitude conform, — 
Dull as their lakes that flumber in the ftorm. 


Heavens! how unlike their Belgic fires of old! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 
War in each breaft, and freedom on each brow ; 
How much unlike the fons of Britain now ! 


Fir’d at the found, my genius fpreads her wing, 
And flies where Britain courts the weftern {pring ; 
Where lawns extend that fcorn Arcadian pride, 
And brighter ftreams than fam’d Hydafpis glide, 
There all around the gentleft breezes ftray, 

There gentle mufic melts on every {pray ; 
Creation’s mildeft charms are there combin’d, 
Extremes are only in the mafter’s mind! 

Stern o’er each bofom Reafon holds her ftate 
With daring aims irregularly great ; 

Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 

I fee the lords of human kind pafs by ; 

Intent on high defigns, a thoughtful band, 

By forms unfafhion’d frefh from Natare’s hand ; 
Fierce in their native hardinefs of foul, 

True to imagin’d right, above controul, 

While even the peafant boafts thefe rights to {can, 
And learns to venerate himfelf as man. 


47 


Thine, Freedom, thine the bleflings pictur’d here, 


Thine are thofe charms that dazzle and endear ; 


Too 


—a 
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Too bleft indeed, were fuch without alloy, 

But fofter’d even by Freedom ills annoy ; 

That independence Britons prize too high, 

Keeps man from man, and breaks the focial tie; — 
The felf-dependent lordlings ftand alone, 

All claims that bind and fweeten life unknown ; : 
Here by the bonds of nature feebly held, 

Minds combat minds, repelling and repell’d. 

Ferments arife, imprifon’d factions roar, 

Repreft ambition ftruggles round her shore, 

Till over-wrought, the general fyftem feels 

Its motions ftop, or phrenzy fire the wheels. 


Nor this the worft. As nature’s ties decay, 
As duty, love, and honour fail to fway, 
Fititious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather ftrength, and force uawilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to thefe alone, 
And talent finks, and merit weeps unkaown ; 
Till time may come, when, ftript of all her charms, 
The land of {cholars, and the nurfe of arms, 
Where noble fems tranfmit the patriot flame, 
Where kings have toil’d, and peets wrote for fame, 
One fink of level avarice fhall le, 
And fcholars, foldiers, kings, unhoneur’d die. 


Yet think not, thus when Freedom’s ills I ftate, 
I mean to flatter kings, er court the great ; 
Ye powers of truth, that bid my foul afpire, 
Far from my bofom drive the low defire ; 
And - 
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And thou, fair Freedom, taught’alike to feel 
The rabble’s rage, and tyrant’s angry fteel ; 
Thou tranfitory flower, alike undone | 

By proud contempt, or favour’s foftering fun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 
I only would reprefs them to fecure : 

For juft experience tells, in every foil, 

That thofe who think muft govern thofe that toil ; 
And all that freedom’s higheft aims can reach, 

Is but to lay proportion’d loads on each. 

Hence, fhould one order difproportion’d grow, 
Its double weight muft ruin all below. 


O then how blind to all that truth requires, 
Who think it freedom when a part afpires ! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to rife in arms, 
Except when faft approaching danger warms: 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contra¢ting regal power to ftretch their own; 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themfelves are free ; 
Each wanton judge new penal ftatutes draw, 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law; 
The wealth of climes, where favage nations roam, 
Pillag’d from flaves to purchafe flaves at home; 
Fear, pity, juftice, indignation ftart, 
Tear off referve, and bare my {welling heart ; 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

VOL. I. E Yes, 
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Yes, brother, curfe with me that baleful hour, 
When firft ambition ftruck at regal power ; 
And thus polluting honour in it’s fource, 
Gave wealth to fway the mind with double force, 
Have we not feen, round Britain’s peopled fhore, 
Her ufeful fons exchang’d for ufelefs ore? 
Seen all her triumphs but deftruction hafte, 
Like flaring tapers bright’ning as they wafte ; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead ftern depopulation in her train, 
And over fields where {catter’d hamlets rofe, 
In barren folitary pomp repofe ? 
Have we not feen at pleafure’s lordly call, 
The {miling long-frequented village fall? 
Beheld the duteous fon, the fire decay’d, 
The modeft matron, and the blufhing maid, 
Fore’d from their homes, a melancholy train, 
To traverfe climes beyond the weftern main ; 
Where wild Olwego {preads her fwamps around, 
And Niagara ftuns with thund’ring found ? 


Even now, perhaps, as there fome pilgrim ftrays 
Through tangled foreits, and through dangerous ways; 
Where beafts with man divided empire claim, 

And the brown Indian marks with murd’rous aim ; 
_ There, while above the giddy tempeft flies, 
And all around diftrefsful yells arife, 
The penfive exile, bending with his woe, 
To ftop too fearful, and too faint to go, 
Calts 
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Cafts a long look where England’s glories thine, 
And bids his bofom fympathize with mine. 


Vain, very vain, my weary fearch to find 
That blifs which only centers in the mind : 
Why have I ftray’d, from pleafure and repofe, 
To feek a good each government beftows ? 

In every government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reftrain, 
How {mall of all that human hearts endure, 


' That part which laws or kings can caufe or cure. 


Still to ourfelves in every place confign’d, 

Our own felicity we make or find : 

With fecret courfe, which no loud ftorms annoy, 
Glides the {mooth current of domeftic joy. 

The lifted ax, the agonizing wheel, 

Luke’s iron crown, and Damien’s bed of fteel, 
To men remote from power but rarely known, 


Leave reafon, faith, and confcience, all our own. 


H 
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FIRST PRINTEDIN MDCCLXIX, 


DEDICATION 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


DEAR SIR, 


I CAN have no expectations in an addrefs of this 
kind, either to add to your reputation, or to eftab- 
lifh my own. You can gain nothing from my ad- 
miration, as I am ignorant of that art in which 
you are faid to excel; and I may lofe much by the 
feverity of your judgment, as few have a jufter 
tafte in poetry than you. Setting intereft there- 
fore afide, to which I never paid much attention, 
I muft be indulged at prefent in following my af- 
-fe€tions. The only dedication I ever made was to 
my brother, becaufe I loved him better than moft 
other men. He is fince dead. Permit me to in- 
fcribe this poem to you. _ 


How far you may be pleafed with the verfification 
and meer mechanical parts of this attempt, I do not 
pretend to inquire; but I know you will objeé 

E 4 (and 
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(and indeed feveral of our beft and wifeft friends 
concur in the opinion) that the depopulation it de- 
plores is no where to be feen, and the diforders it 
laments are only to be found in the poet’s own 
imagination. 'To this I can fcarce make any other 
anfwer than that I ftncerely believe what I have 
written ; that I have taken all poffible pains, in my 
country excurfions, for thefe four or five years paft, 
to be certain of what I allege, and that all my views 
and inquiries have led me to believe thofe miferies 
real, which I here attempt to difplay. But this is 
not the place to enter into an inquiry, whether the 
country be depopulating, or not; the difcufiion 
would take up much room, and I fhould prove my- 
felf, at beft, an indifferent politician, to tire the 
reader with a long preface, when E want his unfa- 
tigued attention to a long poem. 


In regretting the depopulation of the country, 
I inveigh againft the increafe of our luxuries ; and 
here alfo I expeé the fhout of modern politicians 
againft me. For twenty or thirty years paft, it 
has been the fafhion to confider luxury as one of 
the greateft national advantages ; and all the wif- 
dom of antiquity in that particular, as erroneous. 
Still, however, I muft remain a profeffed ancient 
on that head, and continue to think thofe luxu- 
cries prejudicial to ftates, by which fo many vices. 
are introduced, and fo many kingdoms have been 

undone. 
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undone. Indeed fo much has been poured out of 
late on the other fide of the queftion, that, meerly 
for the fake of novelty and variety, one would 
fometimes wifh to be in the right. I am, 


DEAR SIR, 
YOUR SINCERE FRIEND, 


AND ARDENT ADMIRER, 


OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 


{ s9 ] 


DESERTED VILLAGE. 


SwEeET Ausurn! lovelieft village of the plain, 
Where health and plenty cheer’d the labouring fwain, 
Where {miling fpring its earlieft vifit paid, 
And parting fummer’s ling’ring blooms delay’d. 
Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eafe, 
Seats of my youth, when every fport could pleafe, 
How often have I loiter’d o’er thy green, 
Where humble happinefs endear’d each {cene ! 
How often have I paus’d on every charm, 
The fhelter’d cot, the cultivated farm, 
The never-failing brook, the -bufy mill, 
The decent church that topt the neighb’ring hill, 
The hawthorn bufh, with feats beneath the fhade, 
For talking age and whifp’ring lovers made ! 
How often have I bleft the coming day, 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play, 
And. all the village train, from labour free, 
Led up their fports beneath the fpreading tree, 
While many a paftime circled in the thade, 
The young contending as the old furvey’d ; 

And 
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And many a gambol frolick’d o’er the ground, 

And fleights of art and feats of ftrength went round. 
And ftill as each repeated pleafure tir’d, 

Succeeding fports the mirthful band infpir’d ; 

The dancing pair that fmply fought renown, 

By holding out, to tire each other down ; 

The fwain miftruftlefs of his fmutted face, 

While fecret laughter titter’d round the place ; 

The bafhful virgin’s fide-long looks of love, 

The matron’s glance that would thofe looks reprove. 
Thefe were thy charms, fweet village! fports like thefe, 
With fweet fucceffion, taught ev’n toil to pleafe ; 
Thefe round thy bowers their chearful influence fhed, 
Thefe were thy charms—But all thefe charms are fled. 


Sweet f{miling village, lovelieft of the lawn, 
Thy fports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn ; 
Amidit thy bowers the tyrant’s hand is feen, 
And defolation faddens all thy green : 2 
One only mafter grafps the whole domain, 
And half a tillage ftints thy fmiling plain ; 
No more thy glaffy brook reflects the day, 
But, choak’d with fedges, works its weedy way ; 
Along thy glades, a folitary gueft, | 
The hollow founding bittern guards its neft ;_ 
Amidft thy defert walks the lapwing flies, _ 
And tires their echoes with unvary’d cries. 
Sunk are thy bowers in fhapelefs ruin all, 
And the long grafs o’ertops the mould’ring wall, 

And, 
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And, trembling, fhrinking from the fpeiler’s hand; 
_ Far, far away thy children leave the land: 


Ill fares the land, to haft’ning ills a prey, 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay 5 
Princes and totds may flowrifh, or may fade 5 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made; 
But a bold peafantry, their country’s pride, 
When once deftroy’d, can neyer be fupply’d. 


A time there was, ere England’s griefs began, 
When every reod of ground maintain’d its man ; 
For him light labour fpread her wholefome ftore, 
Juft gave what life requir’d, but gave no more: 
His beft companions, innocence and health ; 
And his beft riches, ignorance of wealth. 


But times are alter’d; trade’s unfeeling train 
Ufurp the land and difpoffefs the fwain ; 
Along the lawn, where fcatter’d hamlets rofe, 
Unwieldy wealth, and cumb’rous pomp epeles ; 
And every want to luxury ally’d, 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thefe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloom, 
Thofe calm defires that ak’d but little room, 
Thofe healthful fports that prac’d the peaceful fcene, 
Liv’d in each look, and brighten’d all the green ; 
' Thefe, far departing, feek a kinder fhore, 
And rural mirth and manners are no more. 

Sweet 
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Sweet Ausurn ! parent of the blifsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn ccnfefs the tyrant’s power. 
Here, as I take my folitary rounds, 

Amidft thy tangling walks, and ruin’d grounds, 
And, many a year elaps’d, return to view 

Where once the cottage ftood, the hawthorn grew, 
Remembrance wakes with all her bufy train, 
Swells at my breaft, and turns the paft to pain. 


In all my wand’rings round this world of care, 
In all my griefs—and God has giv’n my fhare— 
I ftill had hopes my lateft hours to crown, 
Amidft thefe humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To hufband out life’s taper at the clofe, 

And keep the flame from wafting by repofe : 

I ftill had hopes, for pride attends us ftill, 
Amidft the fwains to fhew my book-learn’d fkill, 
Around my frre an evening group to draw, 

And tell of all I felt, and all I faw; 

And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purfae, 
Pants to the place from whence at firlt he flew, 

I ftill had hopes, my long vexations patft, 

- Here to return—and die at home at laft. 


O bleft retirement, friend to life’s decline, 
Retreats from care, that never muft be mine, 
How bleft is he who crowns in fhades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eafe ; 
Who quits a world where ftrong temptations try, 
And, fince ’tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
For 
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For him no wretches, born to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang’rous deep ; 
No furly porter ftands in guilty ftate, 

To fpurn imploring famine from the gate ; 

But on he moves to meet his latter end, 

Angels around befriending virtue’s friend ; 
Sinks to the grave with unperceiv’d decay, 
While refignation gently flopes the way ; 

And, all his profpects bright’ning to the laft, 
His Heaven commences ere the world be pat ! 


Sweet was the found, when oft at ev’ning’s clofe, 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rofe ; 
There, as I paft with carelefs fteps and flow, 
The mingling notes came foften’d from below ; 
The f{wain refponfive as the milk-maid fung, 
The fober herd that low’d to meet their young; 
The noify geefe that gabbled o’er the pool, 
The playful children juft let loofe from {chool ; 
The watch-dog’s voice that bay’d the whifp’ring wind, 
And the loud laugh that fpoke the vacant mind ; 
Thefe all in fweet confufion fought the fhade, 
And fill’d each paufe the nightingale had made. 
But now the founds of populaticn fail, 
No cheerful murmurs fluuate in the gale, 
No bufy fteps the grafs-grown foot-way tread, 
But all the bloomy fluhh of life is fled. 
All but yon widow’d, folitary thing, 
That feebly bends befide the plafhy fpring ; 


She, 
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She, wretched matron, forc’d, in age, for bread, 
To ftrip the brook with mantling creffes {pread, 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 

To feek her nightly fhed, and weep till morn ; 
She only left of all the harmlefs train, 

The fad hiftorian of the penfive plain. 


Near yonder copfe, where once the garden {mil’d, 
And ftill where many a garden flower grows wild ; 
There, where a few torn fhrubs the place difclofe, 
The village preacher’s modeft manfion rofe. 

A man he was, to all the country dear, 

And pafling rich with forty pounds a year ; 

Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 

Nor ere had chang’d, nor wifh’d to change his place ; 

Unkkillful he to fawn, or feek for power, 

By doétrines fafhion’d to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had learn’d to prize, 

More bent to raife the wretched than to rife. 

His houfe was known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wand’rings, but reliev’d their pain, 

The long-remember’d beggar was his guett, 

Whofe beard defcending {wept his aged breatt ; 

The ruin’d {fpendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Claim’d kindred there, and had his claims allow’d ; 

The broken foldier, kindly bade to ftay, 

Sate by his fire, and talk’d the night away ; 

Wept o’er his wounds, or tales of forrow done, 

Shoulder’d his crutch, and fhew’d how fields were won. 
Pleas’d 
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Pleas’d with his guefts, the good man learn’d to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe; 
Carelefs their merits, or their faults to {can, 

His pity gave ere charity began. 


Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And even his failings lean’d to Virtue’s fide ; 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 

He watch’d and wept, he pray’d and felt, for all. 
And, asa bird each fond endearment tries, 

To tempt its new-fledg’d offspring to the fkies ; 
He tried each art, reprov’d each dull delay, _ 
Allur’d to brighter worlds, and led the way. 


Befide the bed where parting lifé was laid, 
And forrow, guilt, and pain, by turns difmay’d, 
The rev’rend champion ftood. At his controul, 
Defpair and anguifh fled the ftruggling foul ; 
Comfort came down the trembling wretch to raife, 
And his laft fault’ring accents whifper’d praife. 


At church, with meek and unaffected grace, 
His looks adorn’d the venerable place ; 
Truth from his lips prevail’d with double fway, 
And fools, who came to fcoff, remain’d to pray. 
The fervice paft, around the pious man, - | 
With ready zeal, each honeft ruftic ran ; 
Even children follow’d with endearing wile, 
And pluck’d his gown, to fhare the good man’s {mile. 


VOL, I. F His 
: 


66 THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 


His ready fmile a parent’s warmth expreft, 

Their welfare pleas’d him, and their cares diftreft ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given, 
But all his ferious thoughts had reft in heaven. 
As fome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the ftorm, 
Though round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread, 
Eternal funfhine fettles on its head. 


Befide yon ftragcling fence that fkirts the way, 

With bloffom’d furze unprofitably gay, 

There, in his noify manfion, fkill’d to rule, 

The village mafter taught his little fchoc! ; 

A man fevere he was, and ftern to view, 

I knew him well, and every truant knew; 

Well had the boding tremblers learn’d to trace 
The day’s difafters in his morning face ; 

Full well they laugh’d with counterfeited glee 

At all his jokes, for many a joke had he; 

Full well the bufy whifper circling round, 
Convey’d the difmal tidings when he frown’d ; 
Yet he was kind, or if fevere in aught, 

The love he bore to learning was in fault ; 

The village all declar’d how much he knew; 
’Twas-certain he could write, and cypher too; 
Lands he could meafure, terms and tides prefage,. 
And even the ftory ran that he could guage: 
‘In arguing too, the parfon own’d his {kill, 

For even though vanquifh’d, he could argue fill ; 

While 
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While words of learned length, and thund’ring found, 
Amaz’d the gazing ruftics rang’d around, 

And ftill they gaz’d, and ftill the wonder grew, 
That one fmall head could carry all he knew. 


But paft is all his fame. The very {pot 
Where many a time he triumph’d, is forgot. 
Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the fign-poft caught the pafling eye; 
Low lies that houfe where nut-brown draughts infpir’d, 
Where grey-beard mfrth, and fmiling toil retir’d, 
Where village ftatefmen talk’d with looks profound, 
And news much older than their ale went round. 
Imagination fondly ftoops to trace — 
The parlour fplendors of that feftive place ; 
The white-wafh’d wall, the nicely fanded floor, 
The varnith’d clock that click’d behind the door ; 
The cheft contriv’d a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheft of drawers by day ; 
The prttures plac’d for ornament and ufe, 
The twelve good rules, the royal game of goofe ; 
The hearth, except when winter chill’d the day, ie 
With afpen boughs, and flowers and fennel gay, 
While broken tea-cups, wifely kept for fhew, 
Rang’d o’er the chimney, gliften’d in a row. . 


Vain tranfitory {plendor !. could not all 
Reprieve the tott’ring manfion from it’s fall ! 
Obfcure it finks, nor thall ir more impart 
An hour’s importance to the poor man’s heart; 
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‘Thither no thore the peafant hall repair, 

To fweet oblivion of his daily care ; 

No more the farmer’s news, the barber’s tale, 
No mort the wood-man’s ballad fhall prevail 5 
No more the fmith his dufky brow fhall clear, 
Relax his pond’rous ftrength, and lean to hear ; 
The hoft himfelf no longer fhall be found 
Careful to fee the mantling blifs go round ; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preft, 
‘Shall kifs the cup to pafs it to the reit. 


Yes! let the rich deride, the proud difdain, 
Thefe fimple bteffings of the lowly train, 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
One native charm, than all the glofs of art ; 
Spontaneous joys, where Nature has its play, © 
The foul adopts, and owns their firft-born fway : 
- Lightly they frolic o’er the vacant mind, 
Unenvy’d, ‘unmolefted, unconfin’d. 
But the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array’d, 
In thefe, ere triflers half their wifh obtain, 
The ‘toiling pleafure fickens into pain ; 
And, even while fafhion’s ‘brighteft arts decoy, 
The heart diftruiting afks, if this be joy? 


Ye friends to truth, ye ftatefmen who furvey 
The rich ‘man’s joys encreafe, the poor’s decay, 
Tis yours to judge, how wide the limits ftand 

Between a fplendid-and an happy land. 
- = a Proud 
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Proud fwells the tide with loads of freighted ore, 
And fhouting Folly hails them from her fhore ; 
Hoards, even beyond the mifer’s with abound, 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains. This wealth is but 2 name 
That leaves our ufeful produ& ftill the fame. 
Not fo the lofs. ‘The man of wealth and pride, 
Takes up a fpace that many poor fupply’d ; 
Space for his lake, his park’s extended bounds, 
Space for his horfes, equipage and hounds ; 

The robe that wraps his limbs in filken floth, | 
Has robb’d the neighbouring ftelds of half their growth, 
His feat, where folitary {ports are feen, 7 
Indignant fpurns the cottage from the green ; 

Around the world each needful produtt flies, 

For all the luxuries the world fupplies. Pe 
While thus the land adorn’d for pleafure all ca es 
In barren fplendor feebly waits the fall. ‘ a See 


As fome fair female unadorn’d and plain, or ea 
Secure to pleafe while youth confirms her reign. 
Slights every borrow’d charm that drefs fupplies, 

Nor thares with art the triumph of her eyes: 
But when thofe charms are paft, for charms are frail, — 
When time advances, and when lovers fail, 
She then fhines forth, folicitous to blefs, - 
In all the glaring impotence of drefs. 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betray’d, 
In nature’s impleft charms at firft array’d, 
F 3 | Bat. 
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But verging to decline, its fplendors rife, 

Its viftas ftrike, its palaces furprife ; 

While, fcourg’d by famine from the fmiling land, 
The mournful peafant leads his humble band ; 
And while he finks, without one arm to fave, 

The country blooms—a garden, and a grave. 


Where then, ah! where fhall poverty refide, 
To ’fcape the preffure of contiguous pride? 
If to fome common’s fencelefs limits ftray’d, 
He drives his flock to pick the fcanty blade, 
Thofe fencelefs fields the fons of wealth divide, 
And even the bare-worn common is deny’d. 


If to the city fped— What waits him there? 
To fee profufion that he muft not fhare ; 
To fee ten thoufand banefyl arts combin’d 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To fee each joy the fons of pleafure know, 
Extorted from his fellow-creature’s woe. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There the pale artift plies the fickly trade ; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps difplay, 
There the black gibbec glooms befide the way. 
The dome where Pleafure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crouds the blazing {quare, 
The rattling chariots clafh, the torches glare. 
Sure fcenes like thefe no troubles ere annoy ! 
Sure thefe denote one univerfa] joy ! 

Are 
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are thefe thy ferious thoughts—Ah, turn thine eyes 
Where the poor houfelefs fhiv’ring female lies. 

She once, perhaps, in village plenty blef, 

Has wept at tales of innocence diftreft ; 

Her modeft looks the cottage might adorn, 

Sweet as the primrofe peeps beneath the thorn; 
Now loft to all; her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer’s door fhe lays her head, 

And, pinch’d with cold, and fhrinking from the fhower, 
With heavy heart deplores that lucklefs hour, 
When idly firft, ambitious of the town, 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown, 


' Do thine, fweet AuBuRN, thine, the lovelief train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 

Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led, 

At proud mens doors they afk a little bread ! 


Ah, no. To diftant climes, a dreary fcene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between, 
Through torrid tracts with fainting fleps they go, 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 

Far different there from all that charm’d before, 
The various terrors of that horrid fhore ; 
Thofe blazing funs that dart a downward ray, 
And fiercely thed intolerable day ; 
Thofe matted woods where birds forget to fing, 
But filent bats in drowfy clufters cling ; 
Thofe pois’nous fields with rank luxuriance crown’d, 
Where the dark {corpion gathers death round ; 
F 4 Where 
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Where at each flep the ftranger fears to waké 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful {nake ; 
Where crouching tigers wait theit haplefs prey, 
And favage men more imurd’rous ftill than they ; 
While oft in whifls the mad tornado flies, | 
Mingling the ravag’d landfcape with the fkies. 
- Far different thefe from every former fcene, 
The cooling brook, the graffy vefted green, 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only fhelter’d thefts of harmlefs love. 


Good Heaven! what forrows gloom’d that parting day, 
That call’d them from their native walks away 5 
When the poor exiles, evéry pleafure paft, 

Hung round the bowers, and fondly look’d their laft, 

And took a long farewel, and wifh’d in vain 

For feats like thefe beyond the weltern main ; 

And fhudd’ring ftill to face the diftant deep, 

Return’d and wept, and ftill return’d to weep. 

The good old fire, the firft prepar’d to go 

To new-found worlds, and wept for other’s woe ; 

— But for himfelf, in confcious virtue brave, 

He only with’d for worlds beyond the grave, 

His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 

The fond companion of his he!plefs years, 

Silent went next, negleétful of her charms, 

And left a lover’s for a father’s arms. 

With louder plaints the mother fpoke her woes, 

And bleft the cot where every p'eafure rofe ; : 
An 
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And kift her thoughtlefs babes with many a tear, 
And clafpt thers clofe, in forrow doubly dears 
Whilft her fond hufband ftrove to lend relief 

In all the filent manlinefs of grief. 


O,.luxury! thou curft by heaven’s decree, 
How ill exchang’d are things like thefe for thee! 
How do thy potions with infidious joy, 
Diffufe their pleafures only to deftroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to fickly greatnefs grown, 
Boaft of a florid vigour not their own. 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mafs of rank unwieldy woe : 
Till fapp’d their ftrength, and every part unfound, 
Down, down they fink, and fpread a ruin round. 


Even now the devaftation is begun, 
And half the bufinefs of deftruction done; 
Even now, methinks, as pond’ring here I ftand, 
I fee the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anchoring veffel {preads the fhil 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale, 
Downward they move, a melanchgly band, 
Pafs from the fhore, and darken all the ftrand. 
Contented toil, and hofpitable care, 
And kind connubial tendernefs, are there; 
And piety with wifhes plac’d above, 
And fteady loyalty, and faithful love. 
And thou, fweet Poetry, thou lovelieft maid, 
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 

Unfit 
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Unfit in thefe degen’rate times of fhame, 

To catch the heart, or ftrike for honeft fame ; 
Dear charming nymph, neglected and decry’d, 
My fhame in crouds, my folitary pride. 

Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe, 
That found’ft me poor at firft, and keep’ft me fo; 
Thou guide, by which the nobler arts excel, . 
Thou nurfe of every virtue, fare thee well, 
Farewel, and O! where’er thy voice be try’d, 
On Torno’s cliffs, or Pambamarca’s fide, 
Whether where equinoétial fervours glow, 

Or winter wraps the polar world in fnow, 

Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redrefs the rigours of th’ inclement clime ; 
Aid flighted truth, with thy perfuafive ftrain ; 
Teach erring man to fpurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that ftates of native ftrength poffett, 
Though very poor, may {till be very bleft ; 
That trade’s proud empire haftes to {wift decay, 
As ocean {weeps the labour’d mole away ; 
While felf-dependent power can time defy, 

As rocks refift the billows and the fky. 


C-7s ]¢ 


T H E 
G I _F. T. 
T O 
I R I S; 


BOW-STREET, COVENT-GARDEN, 


S AY, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 
Dear mercenary beauty, 

What annual off’ring fhall I make 
Expreffive of my duty? 


My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should I at once deliver, 

Say, would the angry fair-one prize 
The gift, who flights the giver? 


A bill, a jewel, watch, or toy, 
My rivals give—and let ’em. 
If gems, or gold, import a joy, 
I'll give them—when I get ’em. 
Vil 
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THE GIF *¢. 
I'll give—~bat not the full-blown rofe, 


Or rofe-bud more in fafhion ; - 
Such fhort-liv’d off rings but difclofe 
A tranfitory paffion. 


I'll give thee fomething yet unpaid, 
Not lefs fincere, than civil: 

T’ll give thee—ah! too charming maid, 
Pll give thee—to the devil. 


EP I- 


——s 
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DR PARNEL 


Turis tomb infcribed ‘to gentle PaRwEL’s name,. 
May {peak our gratitude, ‘but not his fame. | 
What heart bat feels his fweetly-moral lay, 

That leads to truth through pleafure’s flowery way? 
Celeftial themes confefs’d his tuneful aid ; 

And heaven, that lent him genius, was repaid. 
Needlefs to him the tribute we beftow, 

The tranfitory breath of fame ‘below : 

More lafting rapture from his works shall rife, 
While converts thank their poet m the tkies. 


E P r- 
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E PtILoOojG UE 


TO THE COMEDY OF THE : 


S I S§ T E R S. 


Wauar ? five long a&ts—and all to make us wifer! 
Our authorefs fure has wanted an advifer. 

Had fhe confulted me, fhe fhould have made 

Her moral play a {peaking mafquerade ; 

Warm’d up each buftling fcene, and in her rage 
Have emptied all the green-room on the ftage. 

My life on’t, this had kept her play from finking ; 
Have pleas’d our eyes, and fav’d the pain of thinking. 
Well, fince fhe thus has fhewn her want of kill, 
What if I give a mafquerade ?—I will. 

But how? ay, there’s the rub! [paufng]—I’ve got my 


cue: 
The world’s a mafquerade! the mafquers, you, you, 
you. (To Boxes, Pit, and Gallery. 


Lud! what a group the motley {cene difclofes ! 
Falfe wits, falfe wives, falfe virgins, and falfe {poufes! 
Statefmen with bridles on; and, clofe befide ’em, 
Patriots in party-colcur’d fuits that ride ’em. 

There 


EPILOGUE. 19 


There Hebes, turn’d of fifty, try once more 

To raife a flame in Cupids of threefcore. 

Thefe in their turn, with appetites as keen, 

Deferting fifty, faften on fifteen. | 

Mifs, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommop, 

Flings down her fampler, and takes up the woman: 

The little urchin fmiles, and fpreads her lure, 

And tries,to kill, ere fhe’s got power to cure, 

Thus ’tis with all—their chief and conftant care 

Is to feem every thing—but what they are. 

Yon broad, bold, angry fpark, I fix my eye on, 

Who feems t’ have robb’d his vizor from the lion ; 

Who frowns, and talks, and {wears, with round parade, 

Looking, as who fhould fay, dam’me! who’s afraid? 
; | (Mimicking. 

Strip but this vizor off, and fure I am 

You’ll find his lionfhip a very lamb. 

Yon politician, famous in debate, 

Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, beftrides the fate ; 

Yet, when he deigns his real fhape t’ affume, 

He turns old woman, and beftrides a broom. 

Yon patriot, too, who preffes on your fight, 

And feems to every gazer, all in white, 

If with a bribe his candour you attack, 

He bows, turns round, and whip—the man is black! 

Yon critic, too—but whither do I run ? 

If I proceed, our bard will be undone! 

Well then a truce, fince fhe requefts it too: 

Do you {pare her, and I’ll for once {pare you. 


T 4H E 


HAUNCH OF VENISON, 


A 
POETICAL EPISTLE, 
T O 


LORD CLARE. 


FIRST PRINTED IN MDCCLXV. 


VOL. I. G 
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T HE 
HAUNCH OF VENISON, 
| _— | 
POETICAL EPISTLE, 


T O 


LORD CLAR E. 


"Tuank S, my lord, for your venifon, for finer or 
fatter 
Never rang’d in a foreft, or fmoak’d in a platter ; 
The haunch was a picture for painters to ftudy, 
The fat was fo white, and the lean was fo ruddy; 
Though my ftomach was fharp, I could fcarce help re- 
gretting, | 
To fpoil fuch a delicate picture by eating ; 
I had thoughts, in my chambers, to place it in view, 
To be fhewn to my friends as a piece of virtu ; 
As in fome Irifh houfes, where things are fo fo, 
One gammon of bacon hangs up for a fhow: 
G 2 But, 
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But, for eating a rafher of what they take pride in, 
They’d as foon think of eating the pan it is fry’d in, 
But hold—let me paufe—don’t I hear you pronounce, 
This tale of the bacon’s a damnable bounce ; 

Well, fuppofe it a bounce—fure a poet may try, 

By a bounce now and then, to get courage to fly. 


But, my lord, it’s no bounce: I proteft in my turn, 
It’s a truth—and your lordfhip may afk Mr. Burn. * 
To go on with my tale—as I gaz’d on the haunch ; 
J thought of a friend that was trufty and ftaunch, 
So I cut it, and fent it to Reynolds undreft, 

To paint it, or eat it, juft as he lik’d beft, 

Of the neck and the breaft I had next to difpofe ; 

»T was a neck and a breaft that might rival Monroe’s ; 

But in parting with thefe I was puzzled again, . 

With the how, and the who, and the where, and the 
when. 

There’s H—d, and C—y, and H—rth, and H—f, 

I think they love venifon—I know they love beef. 

There’s my countryman Higgins—Oh! let him alone, 

For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 

But hang it—to poets who feldom can eat, 

Your very good mutton’s a very good treat ; 

Such dainties to them their health it might hurt, 

It’s like fending them ruffles, when wanting a fhirt. 


* Lord Clare’s nephew. 


While 
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While thus I debated, in reverie center’d, 

An acquaintance, a friend as he call’d himfelf, en- 
ter’d ; 

An under-bred, fine-fpoken fellow was he, 

And he fmil’d as he look’d at the venifon and me. 

<* What have we got here ?— Why this is good eating ! 

Your own I fuppofe—or is it in waiting ?” 

** Why whofe fhould it be? cried I with a flounce, 

I get thefe things often ;—but that was a bounce : 

Some lords, my acquaintance, that fettle the nation, 

Are pleas’d to be kind---but I hate oftentation.” 


“* If that be the cafe then, cried he, very gay, 
I’m glad I have taken this houfe in my way. 
To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me ; 

No words—TI infift on’t—precifely at three: 

We'll have Johnfon, and Burke, all the wits will be 
there ; | 

My acquaintance is flight, or I’d afk ray lord Clare. 

And, now that I think on’t, as Iam a finner ! 

We wanted this venifon to make out the dinner. 

What fay you—a pafty, it fhall, and it muft, 

And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for cruft. 

Here, porter—this venifon with me to Mile-end ; 

No ftirring—I beg—my dear friend—my dear friend!” 

Thus fnatching his hat, he brufht off like the wind, 

And the porter and eatables follow’d behind. 


G 3 Left 
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Left alone to reflect, having emptied my hhelf, 
And ‘* nobody with me at fea but myfelf ;”’ * 
Tho’ I could not help thinking my gentleman hafty, 
Yet Johnfon, and Burke, and a good venifon patty, 
Were things that I never diflik’d in my life, 
Though clogg’d with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife. 
So next day in due fplendcur to make my approach, 
I drove to his door in my own hackney-coach. 


When come to the place where we all were to dine, 
(A chair-lumber’d clofet juft twelve feet by nine :) 
My friend bade me welcome, but ftruck me quite 

dumb, 
With tidings that Johnfon, and Burke would not 
come ; 
‘© For I knew it,”’ he cried, ‘* both eternally fail, 
The one with his fpeeches, and t’other with Thrale; 
But no matter, I'll warrant we’ll make up the party, 
With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty. 
The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew, 
They both of them merry, and authors like you ; 
The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scourge ; 
Some thinks he writes Cinna---he owns to Panurge.” 
While thus he defcribed them by trade and by name, 
They enter’d, and dinner was ferv’d as they came. 


At the top a fried liver, and bacon were feen, 
At the bottom was tripe, in a {winging tureen ; 


* See the letters that paffed between his royal highnefs 
Henry duke of Cumberland, and lady Grofvenor—1s2°. 1769. 


At 
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At the fides there was fpinnage and pudding made 
hot ; . 

In the middle a place where the pafty---was not. 

Now, my lord, as for tripe it’s my utter averfion, 

And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Perfian, 

So there I fat ftuck, like a horfe in a pound, 

While the bacon and liver went merrily round: 

But what vex’d me moft, was that d——’d Scottith | 
rogue, 

With his long-winded fpeeches, his fmiles and his 
brogue, 

And, ‘* madam, quoth he, may this bit be my poifon, 

A prettier dinner I never fet eyes on ; 

Pray a flice of your liver, though may I be curft, 

But I’ve eat of your tripe, till I’m ready to burft.”’ 

‘¢ The tripe, quoth the Jew, with his chocolate cheek, 

I could dine on this tripe feven days in the week : 

I like thefe here dinners fo pretty and {mall ; 

But your friend there, the doctor, eats nothing at all.” 

‘* O—oh! quoth my friend, he’ll come on in a trice, 

He’s keeping a corner for fomething that’s nice : 

There’s a pafty”—‘< a pafty ! repeated the Jew ; 

I don’t care, if I keep a corner for’t too.” 

_©* What the de’il, mon, a pafty ! re-echo’d the Scot ; 

Though fplitting, I'll ftill keep a corner for that.” 

‘© We'll all keep a corner, the lady cried out ;”’ 

‘© We'll all keep a corner was echo’d about.” 

While thus we refolv’d, and the patty delay’d, 

With looks that quite petrified, enter’d the maid ; 

G4 A vifage 


“ 
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A vifage fo fad, and fo pale with affright, 

Wak’d Priam in drawing his curtains by night. 

But we quickly found out, for who could miitake her? 
That fhe came with fome terrible news from the baker: 
And fo it fell out, for that negligent floven, 

Had fhut out the pafty on fhutting his oven. 

Sad Philomel thus—but let fimilies drop— 

And now that I think on’t, the ftory may ftop. 

To be plain, my good lord, it’s but labour mifplac’d, 
To fend fuch good verfes to one of your tatte ; 
You’ve got an odd fomething—a kind of difcerning— 
A relifh—a tafte—ficken’d over by learning ; 

At leait, it’s your temper, as very well known, 

That you think very flightly of all that’s your own: 
So, perhaps, in your habits of thinking amifs, 

You may make a miftake, and think flightly of this. 


FROM 


{ %& } 


Tue wretch condemn’d with life to part, 
Still, ftill on hope relies ; 

And ev’ry pang that rends the heart, 
Bids expectation rife. 


Hope, like the glimm’ring taper’s light, 
Adorns and cheers the way ; 

And ftill, as darker grows the night, 
Emits a brighter ray. 


SONG. 
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O Memory ! thou fond deceiver, , 
Still importunate and vain, 
To former joys, recurring ever, 


And turning all the paft to pain ; 


Thou, like the world, the oppreft opprefling, 
Thy fmiles increafe the wretch’s woe? 

And: he who wants each other bleffing, 

- In thee muft ever find a foe. 


THE 


Cc LOW N ’S R E PL Y. 


Jo HN T ROTT was defired by two witty peers, 
To tell them the reafon why affes had ears? 


‘© An’t pleafe you,” quoth John, ‘‘ I’m not Ewes 
“© to letters, 


‘* Nor dare I pretend to know more than my bet- 
«< ters, 


<< Howe’er from this time I fhall ne’er fee your 
‘* graces, 
«© As I hope to be fav’d! without thinking on affes.”’ 


Edinburgh, 1753. 


EPI- 


EDWARD PURDON.* 


H ERE lies poor Nep Purpon, from mifery 
freed, 

Who long was a bookfeller’s hack ; 

He led fuch a damnable life in this world,— 

I don’t think he’ll with to come back. 


* This gentleman was educated at Trinity College, 
Dublin ; but having waited his patrimony, he enlifted as 
a foot foldier. Growing tired of that employment, he 
obtained his difcharge, and became a fcribbler in the new{- 
papers. He tranflated Voltaire’s HENRIADE. 


EL E- 
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GLORY OF HER SEX, 


MRS. MARY BLAIZE. 


Go OD people all, with one accord, 
. Lament for madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word 
From thofe who fpoke her praife. 


The needy feldom pafs’d her door, 
And always found her kind; 

She freely lent to all the poor,— 
Who left a pledge behind. 


She ftrove the neighbourhood to pleafe, 
With manners wond’rous winning ; 
And never follow’d wicked ways, 


Unlefs when fhe was finning. 
At 
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At church, in filks and fatins new, 
With hoop of monftrous fize ; 

She never flumber’d in her pew,— 
But when fhe fhut her eyes. 


Her love was fought, I do aver, 
By twenty beaux and more ; 
‘The king himfelf has follow’d her,— 
When fhe has walk’d before. 


But now her wealth and finery fled, 
Her hangers-on cut fhort all ; 

The doétors found, when fhe was dead,— 
Her laft diforder mortal. 


Let us lament, in forrow fore, 
For Kent-ftreet well may fay, 

That had fhe lived a twelvemonth more,— 
She had not dy’d to-day. 


See ee 
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RETALIATION: 
A 


P O E M. 


FIRST PRINTED IN MDCCLXXIvVv, 


AFTER THE AUTHOR’S DEATH, 


Dr. Goldfmith and fome of his friends occafionally 
dined at the St. James’s Coffee-houfe—One day it was pro- 
pofed to write epitaphs on him. His country, dialeé&t, and 
perfon, furnithed fubje&s of witicifm. He was called on 
for RETALIATION, and at their next meeting, produced 
the following poem. 


R E T A LIATI ON: 


aaa O E M. 


“ 


O F old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Each gueft brought his difh, and the feaft was united. 
If our * landlord fupplies us with beef, and with fith, 
Let each gueft bring himfelf, and he brings the beft 
difh : 

Our + dean fhall be venifon, juft frefh from the plains; 
Our ft Burke fhall be tongue, with a garnifh of brains; 
Our § Will fhall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour, 
And |j Dick with his pepper fhall heighten their favour: 


* The mafter of the St. James’s coffee-houfe, where the doc- 
tor, and the friends he has characterized in this poem, occa- 
fionally dined. 

+ Doétor Barnard, dean of Derry in Ireland. © 

{ Mr. Edmund Burke. 

§ Mr. William Burke, Jate fecretary to general Conway, 
and member for Bedwin. 

{| Mr. Richard Burke, colle&tor of Granada. | 
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‘ Our * Cumberland’s {weet-bread its place fhall obtain, 
* And + Douglas is pudding, fubftantial and plain ; 
Our ¢ Garrick’s a fallad; for in him we fee 

Oil, vinegar, fugar, and faltnefs agree : 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 

That § Ridge is anchovy, and || Reynolds is lamb ; 
That q Hickey’s a capon, and, by the fame rule, 
Magnanimous Goldfmith, a goofberry fool. 

At a dinner fo various, at fuch a repaft, | 

Who'd not be a glutton, and ftick to the laft? 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me fit while ’m able, 
?Till all my companions fink under the table ; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 


* Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the Weft-Indian, 
Fathionable Lover, the Brothers, and other dramatic pieces. 

+ Do&tor Douglas, canon of Windfor, an ingenious 
Scotch gentleman, who has no lefs diftinguifhed himfelf as a 
citizen of the world, than a found critic, in deteCting feve- 
ral literary miftakes (or rather forgeries) of his countrymen ; 
particularly Lauder on Milton, and Bower’s Hiftory of the 
Popes. 

t David Garrick, efq; 

§ Counfellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the 
Insh bar. 


Sir Jofhua Reynolds. 


g An eminent attorney, 


Here 
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Here lies the good * dean, re-united to earth, 
Who mixt reafon with pleafure, and wifdom with 


rth : 
If he ioe any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At leaft, in fix weeks, I could not find ’em out ; 
Yet fome have declar’d, and it can’t be denied ’em, 
That fly-boots was curfedly cunning to hide ’em. 


Here lies our good + Edmund, whofe genius was 
; fuch, 
We fcarcely can praife it, or blame it too much ; 
Who, born for the univerfe, narrow’d his mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 
Though fraught with all learning, yet {training his 
| throat, 
To perfuade { Tommy Townfhend to lend him a vote; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, ftill went on refining, 
And thought of convincing, while they thought of 
dining ; 

Though equal to all things, for all things unfit, 
Too nice for a ftatefman, too proud for a wit: 
For a patriot too cool ; for a drudge, difobedient ; 
And too fond of the right to purfue the expedient. 
In fhort, *twas his fate, unemploy’d, or in place, fir, 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. ° 


* Vide page 97. t Ibid. 
t Mr. T. Townfhend, member for Whitchurch, 


H,2 Here 
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Here lies honeft * William, whofe heart was a 

mint, 

While the owner ne’er knew half the good that was 
in’t ; | 

The pupil of impulfe, it forc’d him along, 

His condutt fill right, with his argument wrong ; 

Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipfey, the chariot drove home; 

Would you afk for his merits? alas! he had none; 

What was good was fpontaneous, his faults were his 
own. 


Here lies honeft Richard, whofe fate I muft figh at; 
Alas, that fuch frolic fhould now be fo quiet ! 
What fpirits were his! what wit and what whim ! 
+ Now breaking a jeft, and now breaking a limb! 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball ! 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all! 
In fhort, fo provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we with’d him full ten times a day at old nick; 
But, miffing his mirth and agreeable vein, 
As often we wifh’d to have Dick back again. 


* Vide page 976 
t Mr. Richard Burke; vide page 97. This gentleman 
having flightly fra@tured one of his arms and legs, at differ- 
ent times, the doctor has rallied him on thofe accidents, as 
a kind of retributive juftice for breaking his jefts upon other 
people. 
Here 
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Here * Cumberland lies, having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts ; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care © 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 
His gallants are all faultlefs, his women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being fo fine ; 

Like a tragedy queen he has dizen’d her out, 

Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 

His fools have their follies fo loft in a crowd 

Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud, 
And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits are pleas’d with their own. 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught? 
Or, wherefore his characters thus without fault ? 
Say, was it that vainly directing his view 

To find out mens virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite fick of purfuing each troublefome elf, 

He grew lazy at laft, and drew from himfelf? 


Here + Douglas retires from his toils to relax, 
The fcourge of impoftors, the terror of quacks : 
Come, all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 
Come, and dance on the {pot where your tyrant re- 

clines : 
When fatire and cenfure encircled his throne, 
I fear’d for your fafety, I fear’d for my own ; 


* Vide page 98. F Ibid. 
H 3 But 


¢ 
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But now he is gone, and we want a detettor, 
Our * Dodds fhall be pious, our + Kenricks fhall lec- 


ture ; 
¢ Macpherfon write bombaft, and call it a ftyle, 
Our § Townfend make fpeeches, and I fhall compile ; 
New || Lauders and Bowers the Tweed fhall crofs over, 
No countryman living their tricks to difcover ; 
Detection her taper fhall quench to a {park, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark. 


Here lies q David Garrick, defcribe me who can, 
An abridgement of all that was pleafant in man ; 
As an actor, confeft without rival to fhine ; 

As a wit, if not firft, in the very firft line: 

Yet, with talents like thefe, and an excellent heart, 
The man had his failings, a dupe to his art. 

Like an ill-judging beauty, his colours he {pread, 
And beplatter’d with rouge, his own natural red. 
On the ftage he was natural, fimple, affecting ; 
"T'was only that, when he was off, be was acting. 
With no reafon on earth to go out of his way, 

He turn’d and he varied full ten times a-day : 


* The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 

+ Dr. Kenrick, who read le&ures at the Devil tavern, 
under the title of ** The School of Shakefpeare.”” 

t James Macpherfon, efq; who lately, from the mere 
force of his ftyle, wrote down the firft poet of all antiquity. 

.§ Vide page 99. |} Vide page 98. . @ Vide page 98. 
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Though fecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick, 

If they were not his own by fineffing and trick : 

He caft off his friends, as a huntfman his pack, 

For he knew when he pleas’d he could whiftle them 
back. 

Of praife a mere glutton, he fwallow’d what came, 

And the puff of a dunce, he miftook it for fame ; 

Till his relifh grown callous, almoft to difeafe, 

Who pepper’d the higheft, was fure{t to pleafe. 

But let us be candid, and fpeak out our mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye * Kenricks, ye + Kellys, and ¢ Woodfalls fo grave, 

What a commerce was yours, while you got and you 
gave? 

How did Grub-ftreet re-echo the fhouts that you rais’d, 

While he was be-Rofcius’d, and you were beprais’d? 

But peace to his fpirit, wherever it flies, 

To act as an angel, and mix with the fkies : 

Thofe poets, who owe their beft fame to his fkill, 

Shall ftill be his flatterers, go where he will. 

Old Shakefpeare, receive him, with praife and with 
love, 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his + Kellys above. 


* Vide page 102. 

+ Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of Falfe Delicacy, Word to - 
the Wife, Clementina, School for Wives, &c. &c. | 

t Mr. William Woodfall, printer of the Morning Chro- 


nicle. e 
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Here * Hickey reclines, a moft blunt, pleafant 

creature, 

And flander itfelf muft allow him good-nature : 

He cherifh’d his friend, and he relith’d a bumper ; 

Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 

Perhaps you may afk if the man was a mifer: 

I anfwer, no, no, for he always was wifer : 

Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat? 

His very worft foe can’t accufe him of that: 

Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 

And fo was too foolifhly honeft? ah no! 

Then what was his failing? come tell it, and burn 
yes | 

He was, could he help it? a fpecial attorney. 


Here + Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 
He has not left a wifer or betrer behind ; 
His pencil was ftriking, refiftlefs and grand ; 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland ; 
Still born to improve us in every part, 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 
To coxcombs averfe, yet moft civily fteering, 
When they judg’d withou€ {kill he was ftill hard of 

hearing : | 

When they talk’d of their Raphaels, Corregios and ftuff, 
He fhifted his t trumpet, and only took inuff. 


* Vide page 98. + Ibid. 
t Sir Jofhua Reynolds is fo rematkably deaf as to be un- 
der-the neceflity of ufing an ear-trumpet in company. 
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AFTER the fourth edition of this poem was 
printed, the publifher received the following epi- 


taph on Mr. Whitefoord,* from a friend of the late 
doctor Gold{mith. 


HERE Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Though he merrily lived, he is now a + grave man: 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic and fun! 

Who relifh’d a joke, and rejoic’d in a pun; 

Whofe temper was generous, open, fincere ; 

A ftranger to flatt’ry, a flranger to fear ; 

Who {catter’d around wit and humour at will; 
Whole daily dons mots half a column might fill : 

A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice free ;_ 
A fcholar, yet furely no pedant was he. 


What pity, alas! that fo lib’ral a mind ° 
Should fo long be to news-paper effays confin’d ! 
Who perhaps to the fummit of fcience could foar, 
Yet content ‘* if the table he fet in a roar ;”’ 


* Mr.Caleb Whitefoord, author of many humorous effays. 

+ Mr. W. was fo notorious a punfter, that doctor Gold- 
{mith ufed to fay it was impoffible to keep him company, 
without being infected with the itch of punning. 


Whofe 
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Whofe talents to fill any ftation was fit, 
Yet happy if Woodfall * confefs’d him a wit. 


_ Ye news paper witlings! ye pert fcribbling folks! 
Who copied his fquibs, and re-echoed his jokes ; 
Ye tame imitators, ye fervile herd, come, 
.. Still follow your mafter, and vifit his tomb : 
To deck it, bring with you feftoons of the vine, 
And copious libations beftow on his fhrine ; 
Then ftrew all around it (you can do no lefs) 
- { Crofs-readings, fhip-news, and miftakes of the prefs. 


* Merry Whitefoord, farewel! for thy fake I admit 

' ‘That a Scot may have humour, I had almoft faid wit: 

This debt to thy mem’ry I cannot refufe, 

<< Thou beft humour’d man with the worft humour’d 
‘¢ mufe.” 


* Mr. H.S. Woodfall, printer of the Public Advertifer. 
t Mr. Whitefoord has frequently indulged the town with 
humorous pieces under thofe titles in the Public Advertiler. 
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GOOD-NATUR’D MAN: 
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C O M E D Y. 
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COVEN T-GARDOD EN. 
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INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN SUNG EIN THE COMEDY 


OF ‘SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER.” * 


A H, me! when fhall I marry me? 


Lovers are plenty; but fail to relieve me. 
He, fond youth, that could carry me, 


Offers to love, but means to deceive me. 


* Sir, I fend you a {mall produ€tion of the late Dr. 
Goldfmith, which has never been publifhed, and which 
might perhaps have been totally loft, had I not fecured it. 
He intended it as a fong in the character of Mifs Hard- 
caftle, in his admirable comedy of ** She Stoops to Con- 
«© quer,” but it was left out, as Mrs. Bulkley, who 
play’d the part, did not fing. He fung it himfelf, in private 
companies very agreeably. The tune is a pretty Irith air, 
called “* The Humours of Balamagairy,” to which he 
told me he found it very difficult to adapt words; but he 
has fucceeded very happily in thefe few lines. AsI could 

VOL. I. i fing 
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But I will rally and combat the ruiner : 
Not a look, not a fmile fhall my paffion difcover. 
She that gives all to the falfe one purfuing her, 


Makes but a penitent, and lofes a lover. 


fing the tune, and was fond of them, he was fo good as 
to give me them, about a year ago, jufl as I was leaving 
London, and bidding him adieu for that feafon, little ap- 
prehending that it was a laft farewel. I preferve this lit- 
tle relic, in his own hand writing, with an affeétionate 
care. I am, Sir, 

: Your humble fervant, 


James Boswe.u. 


PR O- 
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P ROLOGuwU ds, 

T O 
ZOBEIDE: A TRAGEDY. 
aanmcnn BY 
JOSEPH CRADDOCK, ESQ 


ACTED AT THE 


THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN 


MDCCLXXII, 


SPOKEN BY MR. QUICK. 


I N thefe bold times, when Learning’s fons explore, : 
The diftant climates, and the favage fhore ; 
When wife afronomers to India fteer, 
And quit for Venus many a brighter here; 
While dotanifts, all cold to {miles and dimpling, 
Forfake the fair, and patiently—go fimpling. 
Our bard into the general {pirit enters, 
And fits his little frigate for adventures. 
Iz With 
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With Scythian ftores, and trinkets deeply laden, 
He this way fteers his courfe; in hopes of trading— 
Yet ere he lands he’as order’d me before, 
To make an obfervation on the fhore. 
Where are we driven? our reckoning fure is loft! 
This feems a rocky and 4 dangerous coaft. 
Lord, what a faltry climate am { under! 
Yon ill- foreboding cloud feems big with thunder: 
(Upper gallery.) 
Thefé mati groves {ptead, and largerthad I’ve feen’eth— 
( Pit.) 
Here trees of ftately fize—and billing turtles in ’em— 
(Balconies.) 
Here ill conditioned orahges abound—— (Stage.) 
And apples, vitter apples ftrew the ground : 
| [Tafting them, 
The inhabitants are canibals I fear: 
I heard a hiffing—there are ferpents here! 
O, there the people are—beft keep my diftance ; 
Our Captain (gentle natives) craves affiftance ; 
Our fhip’s well ftor’'d—in yonder creek we've laid 
her, 
His honour is no mercenary trader. 
This is his firft adventure, lend him aid, 
And we may chance to drive a thriving trade. 


His 


TO ZOBEIDE, 1st 


His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from 
far, 

Equally fit for gallantry and war. 

What, no reply to promifes fo ample ? 

—I'd beft ftep back—and order up a fample. 


E PI- 
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E P I L O G VUE, 
SPOKEN BY 


MR LEE LEWES, 


IN THE CHARACTER OF HARLEQUIN, AT HIs. 
BENEFIT. 


H OLD! Prompter, hold! a word before your 
nonfenfe ; 

I'd fpeak a word or two, to eafe my confcience. 

My pride forbids it ever fhould be faid, 

My heels eclips’d the honours of my head; 

That I found humour in a pyeball veft, 

Or ever thought that jumping was a jeft. 

[Takes off bis maf. 
Whence, and what art thou, vifionary birth? | 
Nature difowns, and reafon {corns thy mirth, 

In thy black afpe& every paffion fleeps, 

The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 

How haft thou fill’d the {cene with all thy broed, 
Of fools purfuing, and of fools purfu’d! 

Whofe 
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. Whofe ins and outs no ray of fenfe difclofes, 

Whofe only plot it is to break our nofes ; 

Whilft from below the trap-door Demons rife, 

And from above the dangling deities ; 

And fhall I mix in this unhallow’d crew ? 

May rofin’d lightning blaft me, if I do! 

No—I will aét, I’ll vindicate the ftage : 

_ Shakefpeare himfelf fhall feel my tragic rage. 

Off! off! vile trappings ! a new paffion reigns! 

The mad’ning monarch revels in my veins. 

Oh! for a Richard’s voice to catch the theme: 

Give me another horfe! bind up my wounds!— 
foft—’twas but a dream. 

Aye, ’twas but a dream, for now there’s no retreating: 

If I ceafe Harlequin, I ceafe from eating. 

?T was thus that A:fop’s ftag, a creature blamelefs, 

Yet fomething vain, like one that fhall be namelefs, 

Once on the margin of a fountain ftood, 

And cavill’d at his image in the flood. 

‘¢ The deuce confound,” he cries, ‘* thefe drum- 

“© ftick fhanks, 

‘s They never have my gratitude nor thanks ; 

«¢ They’re perfectly difgraceful! ftrike me dead ! 

‘s But for a head, yes, yes, I have a head. 


“¢ ‘How 


‘ 
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«© How piercing is that eye! how fleek that brow ! 

‘¢ My horns! I’m told herns are the fafhion now.”” 

Whilft thus he fpoke, aftonifh’d! to his view, 

Near, and more near, the hounds and huntfmen drew. 

Hoicks! hark forward! came thundering from be- 

hind, 

He bounds aloft, outftrips the fleeting wind : 

He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways ; 

He fiarts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 

At length his filly head, fo priz’d before, 

Is taught his former folly to deplore ; 

Whilf his ftrong limbs confpire to fet him free, 

And at one bound he faves himfelf, like me. 
{Taking a jump through the fage door. 


A 
THE 


ST 
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T H E 


LOGICIANS REFUTED. 


IN IMITATION OF DEAN SWIFT. 


| Loercia NS have but ill defin’d 
As rational the human mind ; 

Reafon, they fay, belongs to man, — 
But let them prove it if they can. 
Wife Ariftotle and Smiglefius, 

By Ratiocinations fpecious, 

Have ftrove to prove with great precifion, 
With definition and divifion, 

Homo eff ratione preditum ; 

But for my foul I cannot credit ’em. 
And muft in fpite of them maintain, 
That man and all his ways are vain ; 
And that this boafted lord of nature, 
Is both a weak and erring creature. 


Thae 
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That infting is a furer guide, 

Than reafon-boafting mortals pride ; 
And that brute beafts are far before ’em, 
Deus eff anima brutorun. 

Whoever knew an honeft brute, 

At law his neighbour profecute, 

Bring action for affault and battery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery. 
O’er plains they ramble unconfin’d, 

No politics difturb their mind ; 


They eat their meals, and take their fport, 


Nor know who’s in or out at court, 
They never to the levee go 

To treat as deareft friend, a foe: 
They never importune his grace, 
Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 
Nor undertake a dirty job, 

Nor draw the quill to write for Bob, 
Fraught with inve@tive they ne’er go, 
Yo folks at Pater-nofter Row: 

No judges, fidlers, dancing matters, . 
No pick-pockets, or poetatters, 

Are known to honeft quadrupeeds, 
No fingle brute his fellows leads. 


Brutes 


—_—_—_ — ww 
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Brutes never meet in bloody fray, — 

Nor cut each others throats for pay. 

Of beafts, it is confefs’d, the ape 
Comes neareft us in human fhape, 

Like man he imitates each fafhion,. 
And malice is his ruling paffion : 

But both in malice and grimaces, 

A courtier any ape furpaffes. 

Behold him humbly cringing wait, 
Upon the minifter of ftate: 

View him foon after to inferiors 

Aping the tondu& of fuperiors : 

He promifes with equal air, 

And to perform takes equal care. 

He in his turn finds imitators, 

At court, the porters, lacques, waiters, 
Their mafter’s manners ftill contraé, 
And footmen, lords and dukes can act. 
Thus at the court, both great and {mall, 
Behave alike, for all ape all. 


ST AN- 


TAKING OF QUEBEG 


A MIDST the clamour of exulting joys, 


Which triumph forces from the patriot heart ; 


Grief dares to mingle her foul-piercing voice, 


And quells the raptures which from pleafures ftart. 


O, Wolfe, to thee a ftreaming flood of woe, 
Sighing we pay, and think e’en conqueft dear; 
Quebec in vain fhall teach our breaft to glow, 


Whilft thy fad fate extorts the heart-wrung tear. 


Alive the foe thy dreadful vigour fled, 
And faw thee fall with joy-pronouncing eyes : 
Yet they fhall know thou conquereft, though dead ! 
Since from thy tomb a thoufand heroes rife. 


ns 
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ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK BLIND 


BY LIGHTENING, 


IMITATED FROM THE SPANISH. 


S URE ’twas by Providence defign’d, 
Rather in pity, than in hate, 

That he fhou’d be, like cupid, blind, 
To fave him from Narciffus’ fate. 


A s$0ON- 
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A S O N N E As 


Wezpine, murmuring, complaining, 
Loft to-every gay delight ; 

Myra, too fincere for feigning, 
Fears th’ approaching bridal night. 


Yet why impair thy bright perfeétion ? 
Or dim thy beauty with a tear? 
Had Myra follow’d my direction, 
She long had wanted caufe of fear. 


END OF VOL I. 
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